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A CLAIRVOYANT REVELATION. 


BY W. H. MACY. 


ABEL ROWLAND, my shipmate in the Oc- 
cident, was a pale nervous little fellow, who 
looked like anything else than a sailor; and, 
indeed, his qualifications in that direction 
did not much belie his looks. His physical 
strength was far below that of the average of 
young men, and the same was true of his 
powers of endurance. His vision, too, was 
somewhat impaired, so that he was quite 
useless for a trick at the mast-head. But, as 
every one is good for something, it was found 
that Abel could steer a capital trick at the 
wheel; an accomplishment which, as every 
seaman can testify, is rather a natural gift 
than an art to be acquired by practice and 
experience. The best helmsman among a 
ship’s company is usually some fellow who is 
good for Attle else, 

So, as steering was Abel's forte, he was 
made very useful by being kept at the wheel 
a large share of the time during his watches 
ou deck. Being a quiet willing lad, who ap- 

_ peared ever anxious to do his very best, and 
‘ever conscious that this wasn’t much, he 
was petted and patronized in a pitying sort 
of way by his more robust, rough-and-ready 
shipmates, and rather favored by the officers 
in matters ef duty. 

Mr. Gibbon the mate, in whose watch 

Abel was stationed, soon made a discovery 


which much enhanced the boy's importance 
in his eyes. Previous to sailing on this voy- 
age, the mate had given mach attention to 
the subjeets of animal magnetism and psy- 
chology, and had found that hé possessed 
the magnetic power toa high degree. Be- 
striding his hobby, he had at various times 
on the outward passage tried experiments 
upon one and another, but with very indiffer- 
ent suecess, I can never think without a 
hearty laugh of his attempt to mesmerize 
me; and how elated he was when I, after 
the most earnest solicitations on his part, 
consented to submit to his manipulations. I 
pretended to be yielding gradually to his 
influence, while he, bringing his face close 
to mine, put all his strongest spells and pass- 
es in requisition. His success, as he sup- 
posed it, made him breathless with excite- 
ment. He threw his whole soul into the 
work, and so well did I play my part, that 
the astute third mate, who was at the time 
the only spectator, was as completely hum- 
bugged as was Mr. Gibbon himself. I finally 
allowed my eyes slowly to clase—as they 
thought, in unconscious eestasy—but readily, 
because it would be easier for me to preserve 
my gravity. 

A number more rapid passes after my eves 
were shut made assurance doubly srre, and 
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the mate, now speaking for the first time, 
said, triumphantly: 


“Thave got him now, sqii@!- He is in the - 


highest mesmeriec state, and you may be pre- 
pared to see strange results.” 

“Do you think I can’t wake him?” asked 
Mr. Bowen, the third mate. 

“Tdon’t believe any one can wake him 
until I am ready for him to come out of it.” 

“A' déck-bucketful of salt water would do 
it. I'll bet ye a pound of tobacco on it, sir.” 

“I'm very sure it wouldn't; but I don’t 
want yon totry it now. It might spoil some 
experiments that I have in view; and now 
that E have found the right subject to oper- 
ate upon, the chance is too precious to be 
lost.” . 

“Vwe heard tell that when a man was 
magnetized, you might prick him or cut him 
and he wouldn’t feel it at all. Now I-don’t 
believe it. I think if I was io jab this roping 
needle into his leg it would bring him on 
his feet.” 

I bad one corner of my eye open watching, 


for fear the matter-of-fact old sailor. might. 


suit the action tothe word. But the threat 


of the necdle was only a feint to divert my - 
attention from his grand flank movement.. 


There was a tin cup of water standing ¢on- 
veniently at hand on the booby-batch ;.and 


just as the mate commenced his catechism. 
in a solemn tone, “ Do you see 


by asking, 
‘anything now?” acold douche struck. the 
back of ny neck. It brought me erect with 
the suddenness of a jack in-the-box. . 

“Yes, I see and feel, too!’ I gasped, as 
the chilling stream trickled down my spine; 
and as soon as I recovered my breath, joined 
in the hearty roar of laughter from Mr. 
Bowen. The astonished mesmerist acknowl- 
edged himself sold, and reckoned another on 
his list of failures. 

But nothing daunted, he persevered in 
operating upon any one who would bumor 
him; an@ in Abel Rowland he did indeed 
find a susceptible “medium.” The boy 
seemed rather to like it, too; and, after a lit- 
tle time, the mate’s influence became so 
completely established over him that a sin- 
gie pass, in connection with an effort of the 
will, was enough to spellbind the delicate 
youth. The mate would halt him witha 
single ward as he was passing along the deck, 
Jook at him, fix his attention, and—presto! 
he was off into what old Dan Dennis used to 
call the “ cipher-Jogical” state; broad awake, 
but with his acts completely under the sway 


of Mr. Gibbon’s will. I have no taste for 
metaphysics myself, and cannot go into the 
philosopby of the thing, or explain how this 
was brought about (for indeed, who can ?); 
bat I know the result, as 1 have repeatedly 
witnessed it. After getting Abel into this 
state, he could then, by further operating 
upon him, put bim into a trance, and trance- 
port him whither he pleased. By a series of 
questions he would there draw from him a 
description of the locality and the various 
objects passing before his. mental vision; 
which were always true to life, though per- 
taining to places and things which the lad 
himself had never seen in his life. _ 

At that time the new whaling-grounds of 
the North Pacific were just opened by the 
daring enterprise of Roys, of Sagharbor, and 
a few other venturons spirits. The Icy Sea, 
or “Artic,” was the topic of diseussion among 
all the whalemen we met; and the most fab- 
ulous tales were related by those who had 
made 4 season up north, of the abundance of 
monstrous polar whales, and the easy capture 
of them’ “Hurrah for Bebring’s Straits!” 
was the universal ery, and our captain in the 
Oceident did not escape the contagion. 

_We, refitted at. Guam, in the Ladrone 
Group, and pointed her head north, laying a 
beeline for the Polar Basin. But being early 
in the season, the icy barrier stopped our 
progress long before we gained the latitude 
of the straits. As no whales were to be met 
with, there was nothing for us to do but 
back and fill under easy canvas, waiting for 
the opening to push further north. Mean- 
while, we were by no means alone in this 
disappointment; there being more or less 
vessels in sight at all times when the sky 
was clear enough to see them. Freqnent 
visits were made between the different ships, 
and the night seldom arrived withont bring- 
ing company for an evening “ gam.” 

Aniong the sources of amuseinent on such 
occasions were the mate’s experiments npon 
Abel Rowland, which, being a great novelty 
to nearly all the seamen of the fleet, were a 
subject of much wonder and comment. Most 
of the beholders were inclined to make light 
of the thing; and, though they did not un- 
derstand it, dismissed it with a light langh 
as “humbug.” 

But Captain Arthur of the Manchester 
became a full convert at the first exhibition 
and afterwards lost no opportunity of visiting 
us, that he might see and hear more. He 
was led to experiment, with some little suc- 
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cess, on board his own ship; but there was 
no one among the Manchester's crew a3 sus- 
éeptible to the mysterious influence as the 
boy Abel. 

Night after night Mr. Gibbon went through 
similar performances, the exlibition being 
more and more satisfactory, until it seemed 
the medium had been sent to all parts of the 
world with whick either he himself or the 
operator was acquainted. — 

“Try him up in the ‘Artic’ ” said Gageia 
Arthur, one evening when the mate had an- 
nounced that he was now in the most per- 
fect clairvoyant state. 

“ But neither of us has ever been tliere.” 

“Never mind that. Try it; something 
new in thé science may be discovered.” 

Mr. Gibbou took the limp hands of the lad 
in his own, and seemed to be engaged in an 
effert to infuse his own soul or spirit into 
that of the other; while we spectators, from 
both ships, crowded round them with breath- 
less interest. For at such times the etiquette 
of discipline was much relaxed, ahd we were 
allawed to group in the forward cabin; where 
we could both see and hear, while we were 
held strictly on our good behaviour. ‘It was 
apparent, from the satisfaction depicted in 
the mate’s face, that he felt the assurance of 
success, and that he and the boy were quite 
en rapport with each other. 

The excitement of suspense and of eager 
interest deep ned, until it became an actual 
strain upon every one present. Captain Ar- 
thar, in particular, seemed to look and listen 
with his whole body. 

“What do yuu see now?” 

“The shore, wild and barren—no trees— 
nothing green upon it.” 

“Is it high laud 2” 

“Yes, quite high inland, but not near the 
water.” 

“ What else do you see?” 

“Great Gelds of white on the water that 
took like pieces of ice—all aloug the land— 
but there is clear water beyond it, between 
the white and the shore,” 

“Now look slarpsin the clear water and 
tell us if you can see anything.” 

“Yes—I see—black bunches there and 
there, like arches, rising out uf the water.” 

“Do you see any white paffs rise from 
these black arches?” 

“Yes—I think I do—bat I cau hardly 
make them ou.; the glare of the ice seems 
to hide them from my eyes, but I can see 
something very faintly rising.” 


‘the open sky. 


‘erans present that evening, 
anything, the firmest believers in the exhi- 


“Look sharp now, and tell us what more 
yor see.” 

“A boat — not like a wheleboat, either, 
There are men in her paddling. She is very 
near to one of the black bunches. There goes 
fiukes!” ‘ 

“Hurrah?” shouted Captain Arthur, un- 
able to restrain his excitement any longer. 

The silence up to this moment had been 
painful. The boy's auswers had been given 
in very low tones, and between them one 
might have heard a pin drop anywhere in - 
the after part of the Ship. But when Abel 
saw the whale’s flukes thrown up in air, le 
sang out lustily, as one might who had made 
any unexpected discovery. 

There could ‘be no longer a disbeliever in 
the revelations of pxycholog J. The boy was 
evidently, in spirit, among the wonderful 
seenes of the Polar Basin, with the whole 
grand panorama outspread before his mental 
vision. 

“Now tell us,” said Mr. Gibbon, “ if there 
is anything else that strikes your eve. Any 


‘landmarks, or remarkable objeets—so that 


you would know the place if you should see 
it again.” 


“Here is a bluff off here,” pointing with 


‘his left hand, “that comes nearly down to 


the water, and there is a strange streak slant- 
wise upon it, as if it had been cracked. Right 
in front of me now—but away inuland—is a 


“peak, much higher than any other land, bat 


the whole upper part of it is su covered with 
snow that I did not at first make it out from 
But now I can get the whole 
outline of it. It looks awful!” 

“The expression in the fad’s face showed 
that he felt what he said. The sublimity of 
the sight impressed him powerfully. A pass 
or two of the mate’s hand, and a strong ef- 
fort of the will, touk the spell off, and the 
medium was himself again, though at first 
tremulous and a little wild, like one recover- 


‘ing from the effects of chloroform, or some 
‘other anesthetic. 


Though the boy had never been “up 
north,” and could, of course, Know nothing 
of the appearance of the locality, or of the 
peculiar habits of the bowheads, or “ steeple- 


‘top” whales, as they were called, his descrip- 


tion tallied. exactly with the accounts of 
those who had made a season to the Arctic. 
There were only two or three of these vet- 
bat they were, if 


bition, and one of them even assared us he 
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could recognize the locality from Abel’s de- 
écription. 

He remembered nothing afterwards of 
what he bad seen in. this clairvoyant state; 
but, like 4 man who has been temporarily 
insane, all that had transpired in the inter- 
val was a-blank to him. Nor was there any- 
thing especially valuable in the information 
thus ebtained. But the whales he had seen 
had precisely the peculiar appearance of the 
bowheads, as we afterwards saw them our- 
selves, and the boat was beyond question an 
eomiak, such as is used by the Esquimanx of 
Behring’s Straits. His landmarks and other 
points of description were found exactly 
correct, 

Whales were found plenty, too, at the de- 
seribed locality; and for a week we had all 
the work we could attend to, and no time 
for psychological experiments. But a long 
period of fog succeeded; and when the sky 
again cleared, the whales were missing. 
They had shifted their ground; but in what 
direction to steer, who could tell? Twenty 
or more ships were in sight from the mast- 
head, but all, like oufselves, were idle. 

That night the Manchester again closed 
with us, and Captain Arthur’s boat was seen 
coming, even before his ship had rounded to. 

“Come, Mr. Gibbon!’ as soon as he 
jumped on our deck. “You must try your 
mediam again and get a new departure.” 

“But how do you know we can learn any- 
thing from him?” 

“Of course you can. You just will that 
he go where the whales are, and he can’t do 
otherwise than find ‘em. Then he can de- 
scribe the landmarks again, and tell us just 
how the surretundings look.” ‘ 

There were’ several other boats coming to 
us; for the story of the lad’s wonderful 
powers had got abroad among the fleet, and 
even the most skeptical in such matters 
were not insensible to the effects of the nat- 
ural enriosity which is common to humanity. 

Abel was ready, as indeed he always was, 
t» be operated upon; aad, seated in the cen- 
tre of an eager crowd around the narrow 
cabin, was soon under the strange magnetic 
influence—a mere tool in the hands of his 
master. He described the look of the shore 
as being much the same as that where the 
ship was at the moment—but he could see 
an inlet or oreek making up into the land, 
and by the side of it a native village, or rath- 
er encampment, of half a dozen huts; for 
these people drop their settlement tempora- 


rily wherever provisions are most conve- 
niently obtained, and pull up stakes again at 
a few minutes’ notice, like the Bedouins ef 
the desert. Here were whales in great num- 
bers, close in shore, and the sea was nearly 
clear of ice—only a piece here and there. 
Away on his right, as he pointed his arm, 
was the snowy peak with the peculiar form; 
the same which was then in sight from the 
ships. The locality seen by him must be 
but a short distance from our position; evi- 
dently on the same coast—we being on the 
American side of the Polar. Basin—and not 
Many miles to the northward of our horizon 
limits. 

“All right,” was the satisfied remark from 
several eager captains, “We can all be 
there to-morrow if we lave any breeze.” ; 

Abel now began to imitate the action of 
plying a paddle, as if in hot pursuit of a 
whale, growing more and more excited. Ea- 
ger eyes watched his every movement, as he 
continued to work his arms with increased 
vigor, with his eyes, or rather eyelids, for 
they were closed, fixed steadily on some ob- 
ject directly ahead of him—rising partially 
from his chair to give greater swing to the 
stroke of his imaginary paddle. 


“Are you almost on?” inquired the mate, 
jokingly. 

“Yes—a few more strokes—now, if he 
spouts twice more—stand up—” 

He ceased his measured movement and 
stood, as in a tableau, holding the paddle in 
both hands, A strange paleness, as of fear, 
came over his countenance, the hands re- 
laxed, as if dropping the paddle, and with a 


quick sharp ery, he threw himself headlong 
forward to the floor. 


Two or three bands caught at him in time 
to partially break his fall, or he wowld have 
been seriously hurt by dashing bis face 
against the cabin deck. The spell was broken, 
and he rose to his feet trembling like a leaf, 
and with a cold perspiration standing upon 
his forehead. 

After the first excitement of the moment 
‘was over, we ail laughed at his strange con- 
duct, which could only be attributed to 
fright; though but a moment befere he had 
seemed eager enough to grapple with the 
whale, of which he imagined himself to be 
in pursuit. He had never in his life been 
“fast,” not having been chosen in any boat’s 
crew. There were enough stouter and bet- 
ter men for that service, and Abel had al- 
ways been left as one of the “ suip-keepers.”’ 
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As on the former occasion, he could recall 
nothing of what he had done or seen while 


in the clairvoyant state. All was vacaucy,: 


from the time he yielded to the spell of the 
operator until he found himself erect and 
trembling in the grasp of two or three strong 
men, without the remotest idea how he 
came there. 

The company soon after broke up, all the 
visitors seeking their respective ships, and 
the first slant of wind next morning was im- 
proved to the utmost in our eagerness to get 
tothe northward. Our faith in the clairvoy- 
ant medium was not misplaced; for, after 
passing the next headland, we opened a view 
of the inlet of which Abel had told us, and 
the Esquimaux huts grouped near the bank. 
And before noon wa were again among the 
polar whales, and our boats were down in 
chase. 

One of Mr, Gibbdn’s crew being disabled 
by a lameness, he ordered his faithful medi- 
um into his boat, to pull his after-oar; and 
Abel seemed ready and eager to embrace 
this the first opportunity he had found of do- 
ing boat duty in chase of a whale. It wasa 
beautiful day for our purpose; the sea nearly 
clear of ice, and the water almost as smooth 
and level as an inland pond. For, in the Po- 
lar Basin, where the average depth does not 
exceed twenty or thirty fathoms, there is no 
Jong ocean swell, and at times the surface is 
like a piece of glass; though when the wind 
blows hard, it raises a short chopping sea, 
which is especially unpleasant and dan gerous, 

The chance fell in favor of the mate’s boat, 
and as it neared the whale—a vicious-looking 
bull, of medium size—and it became evident 
that it would soon be within dart, we, in the 
other boats suspended our labors, and lay, 
watching the onset, though ready to, grasp 
our oars as soon as the word “ Fast!’ should 
be given. I looked at Abel Rowland, with 
his eyes fixed upon the monster, half risen 
from his thwart to ply his paddle, just as I 
had seen him the night before, and wondered 
at the lad’s courage, which I thought remark- 
able for a novice. I heard the order, “Stand 
up!” given in low but clear tones, and Joa- 


quin, the Portuguese boatsteerer, reared his 
tall form in the head of the boat, spit in his 
hands, as -he invariably did on such occa- 
sions, and took up his first iron with deliber- 
ate coolness,” 

“He'll have a spl-ndid chance! said the 
second mate, with smothered excitement. 
“ Be all ready, boys, to pul ahead!” 

Nearer and nearer—Joaquin drew back 
his ious harpoon for a dart~I heard the 
word, “Give it to him? saw the weapon 
flash to its mark—and all forward of the mid- 
ship thwart was “ white water.” But Abel 
Rowland dropped the paddle—just as I had 
seen him do in the clairvoyant state—and 
flung himself, face downward, overboard. 
We, the boat's crew all saw it—the tragedy, 
of which his acts on the previous night ap- 
peared to be but a rehearsal. The next me- 
ment we bent lustily to our oars, not to at- 
tack the whale, but to save the struggling 
crew from the wreck of the boat. 

Her whole broadside liad been crushed by 
a swing of the whale’s flukes; but Mr. Gib- 
bon had succeeded in gutting the line, and 
the whale had disappeared. Four shiverieg 
men were assisted into our baat; but neither 
the boy Abel nor the rail Portuguese Joa- 
quin was ever seen again. The boy, we 
thought, was not injured, but was so para- 
lyzed with fright, that he sunk just as he fell 
on the water. The exact manner of Joa- 
quin’s death could be only matter of conjec- 
ture; but as be was 2 man of cool courage 
and resources, and a good swimmer, it is 
probable that he was struck heavily and 
stunned. The three oarsmen who sat be- 
tween the two lost men all escaped without 
injury. 

I have often heard and read of people hav- 
ing a premonition of death in dreams. lam 
no spiritualist, or believer ia presentiments; 
but Eshall always maintain that Abel Row- 
land saw a vision of the whole terrible trag- 
edy that befell him and his shipmate, though 
he could remember nothing of it, when in bis 
normal state; and that he had, in fact, re- 
hearsed the scene of his own death the night 
before it happened. 
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A CONTRARY FIT. 


BY FENNO HAYES, 


ALL the way up the sands Dick scarcely 
spoke, and at last a silence fell on me, too, a 
silence that was neither sad nor dull for all T 
liked being merry so well. Only at the gate 
I sald lightly, trying to cheat my own heart 
of its consciousness as well as hide it from 
him, “ What's come to you, Dick, that you're 


so still? Youw're not angry with me?” 
I don’t know what he answered—I don’t 


know even as he spoke at all—I only remem- 
ber a hand-clasp that hurt my hand and 
warmed my heart, a kiss at once fierce and 
tender, and a momerit after I broke away 
from him, and running swiftly up the path 
stood alone at the door with my heart beat- 
ing so fast and high that I fancied anybody 
might hear it, and so I stopped. a little out- 
side to hush ft. 

It was only the first of September, but the 
evenings get chilly early down by the sea; 
besides, Aunt Nabby had come over, and she 


was always cold, let others be as they might, - 


so mother’d built a little fire upon the hearth, 
and the curtains were up, so, though there 
was no lamp lit, the ame showed the room 
inside to me, standing in the outer dark, just 
as ifithad been a picture. Aunt Nabby sat 
at the corner of the hearth, huddled together 
in a miserable dreary sort of a way, with her 
thin hands spread over the blaze, while moth- 
er had found the stocking I’d left on some 
table or chair perhaps, or maybe on the floor 
even, and was kneeling on the hearth for 
better light as she patiently picked up the 
dropped stitches, 

Likely enough they were talking all the 
while, but I had stood there some. minutes 
without consciously hearing a word, when 
suddenly I came to myself, and Aunt Nabby 
was saying: roan 

“ Dow't yer let him have her, Mary. It’s 
wait and watch, watch and walt, and never 
know whether you're a wife or widow, O Lord! 
I’ve laid awake so many nights a-listenin’ to 
the wind blowin, and shiverin’ for Ais sake, 
the sounds never got out of my ears, and I’m 
allers and forever a-shakin’, Odear! O dear!” 
she moaned, rocking herself drearily to and 
fro. 

Aunt Nabby was never any too good com- 


pany, but I thought, as I looked at her 
through the window, that she never before 
appeared quite so dismal and forlorn to me. 
The very sight of her cast a shadow over ny 
happy heart like a clond that sails across the 
sun. “Why need she come croaking here 
this night of nights!” Isaid to myself, and 
then I lifted the lateh and went in. 

The blaze upon the hearth had died down 
so that the room was worse than dark—just 
light enough to show black shadows lurking 
in every corner, 

“Why don’t you have a light, mother?” I 
sald, impatiently. “ Where's the matches?” 
fumbling away at the mantel shelf. 

“Yes, yes)’ said Aunt Nabby, “young 
folks likes itto be light and gay, but I tell 
you, Clary, the sun wont foller you no more 
than it does anybody else, if you set your foot 
in dark ways.” * 

By the time she’d done speaking I had 
struek a light and thrown a bit of dry wood 
on the fire, and things didn’t look quite so 
dismal, and I had a sort of curiosity to know 
what special wickedness she thought there'd 
be in my marrying Dick Wayne, supposing 
he asked me, which wasn’t so very unlikely, 
Ithought to myself, remembering, with a 
little echoing. thrill, certain things not an 
hour past. But of course I wouldn’t Tet her 
know that I had. the least notion what she 
was driving at. 

“Well, Aunt Nabby,” Isaid, bustling round 
and putting the room to rights a little, for I 
had a fancy that Dick would be in by-and- 
by, “what deadly sin do you imagine I’m go- 
ing to commit, now ?” 

_ “Taint sin, i#s sorrow,” she said, “It’s 
September, aint it, Mary?” 
_ © Yes)? said mother, hesitating a little. 

“And it was in September my Dan'l coma 
home. Stiffand stark the sea laid him in 
my arms that had waited empty and longing 
for him so long. What's a lover's sigh to a 
wife’s weeping? I was young and pretty 
once—you remember, Mary? but it all went, 
waitin’ and watchin’ for him, See here,” 
she said threading her hair, which, though 
long, was gray as the gray moss, “black as 
yours, Clary, once, but like this ever since 
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my Dan'l come back, and that's twenty years 
this September. See here,” turning her dim 
blurred eyes on me, “‘good-by, bright eyes,’ 
he said, when first he sailed away my hus- 
band, but they’re as bright to-day as since 
twenty years ago this September. What's a 
lover's sigh to a wife’s weeping, 1] say again ?” 
she repeated, and then she huddled down 
with her hands spread over the blaze once 
more, and didn't speak for a long while. 

1 went to the window and looked out. The 
night was fairly down now. ‘The sky was 
overeast and low, but wailing wind had 
sprung up and cried at the window. Of 
course the sea was moaning, too. It always 
does if a body's the least bit down-hearted 
when they listen, and mother’s almost as 
badas the sea about cheering anybody up, 
for just as sure as it’s a little lonesome and 
gloomy, she'll begin to repeat * Gray’s Elegy,” 
or else hum over “China.” So as I dropped 
the curtain, she had got as far as 


“Tor them no more tho blazing hearth shalt 
barn.” 


“QO mother,” said T, “don’t, Seems as if T- 


should fly now, and I'd as lief be at a funeral 
any time, as to hear you say that over.” 

“Well,” said mother, “seeing as you don't 
find my company agreeable, I guess Vil just 
run over to Mrs, Lowe's and see how she’s 
getting along. You wont mind, I s’pose, 
Nabby, as you're going to stay over night?” 

Aunt Nabby never answered, but sat 
crouched over the fire as still as {f she hadn’t 
been spoken to, and mother threw a shawl 
over hier head and started. I'd have gone, 
too, only, as I said before, T half expected 
Dick; bunt I followed her to the door. 

“Don't stay very long, mother,” I said; 
“Aunt Nabby’s enough to give anybody the 
horrovs to-night. What makes her so much 
worse than common ?” 

“She's always dreadful low, poor thing, all 
through the month of September. I s’pase 
it makes her think more than ever of poor 
Daw. You know he was wrecked in the 
line gale right in sight of home, Wis dead 
body came ashore just below the Point, and 
she down on the beach at the very time, 
She’d always worrted herself most to death 
about him ever since they were married, and 
when this came, it broke her all to pieces 
like, But it’s no use minding her, Clary, 
since you can’t do her any good.” 

Then mother went away, and this time I 
didn’t stop outside to dally with my happy 


thouglits, for somehow the night seemed full 
of death and dole, and IT was afraid to look 
towards the Point, or the sea, even. 

Aunt Nabby was sitting in her place, just 
the same as when I went out, and didn't 
speak, nor look up. I got my knitting-work 
and sat down, and began to ransack my brain 
for something to talk about, for it did seem 
as if I should rather mother would be there, 
repeating Gray’s Elegy, even, than to sit 
there so silent, with that forlorn figure oppo- 
site. Of course, I couldn’t think of a thing 
besides the weather, and T couldn't have hit 
upon anything worse as it turned out. 

“T believe there’s going to be a storm,” I 
said, for the wind was rising fast. 

“Storm! yes!” she said, “it was a dread. 
ful awful storm; I thought every wave that 
broke shook the whole’arth, and it seemed 
as if the wind would tear the very sky from 
over us.” Then she fell to muttering some- 
thing about “September” and “ Dan’l’s com- 
hy home.* 

Just then there came a knoek at the door. 
LT couldn't help a little low scream, I was so 
wrought up, and Aunt Nabby rose up sud- 
denly. 

“Ts a warnin’,” she said. “ Yes, Dan’, 
yes!" 

I came to my senses again in a moment, 
and went to the door, Now I had been 
thinking that if Dick came I would be a lit- 
tle cool to him, just at first, to punish him for 
taking a kiss without so much as asking me, 
but I should have welcomed anybody just 
then, let them be who they might almost, 
and when I saw Dick standing on the step 
with his dark eyes stfining, and his hair, that 
all the girls at the Point go crazy over, and 
that he will keep so provokingly short and 
not give half a chance to show itself, curled 
ina thonsand little rings by the dampness, 
he did look so good to me I couldn't help 
showing that I was glad to see him, and if 
Aynt Nabby hadn't. been there I dawt think 
L sholild tiave'been so very angry if he had 
kissed meagan. 

" Tva"tard work being dismal long where 
Dick is;"ahd,long before mother came back 
I'd forgotten Aunt Nabby and “the horrors,” 
and we couldn’t hear the wind ery nor the 
sea moan for our Jaughing. Such foolish- 
ness! Dick wanting me to play “cat's era- 
dle” with him, and when I wouldn't because 
I must knit, being taken wonderfully indus- 
trious all of a sudden, pulling ny needles out, 
and mo pulling his hair to pay for that! Moth- 
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ercame in in the midst of it, and said we 
made as much noise as a dozen children, and 
acted as much like the same as anything. 

But mother liked Dick, and I surmised 
that it was because she thought he had come 
for some special business that put it into her 
head to go off to bed so early, fur It wasn’t 
near nine o’clock when she said: 

“Yye got to be up in good season in the 
morning, and I’m tired, so I don’t know but 
I may as well go to bed. Be sure you fasten 
the back door, Clara, Good-night, Dick. 
Come, Nabby.” : ; 

I wasn’t minding much about mother or 
Aunt Nabby, for Dick had just said some 
nonsensical thing or other that set me Iaugh- 
ing, and it’s natural to me to laugh aloud 
when likely enough anybody else would inake 
a smile answer. Aunt Nabby was just at 
the door, hut she turned at my laugh and:+ 
spoke for the first tlme stnee Dick came fn. 

“asy to laugh, easy to cry,” she said. 
“That was the way with me, but I was done 
laughing twenty years ago. What's a lover's 
sigh to a wife’s weepin’, Clary ?” she repeated, 
for the third time that evening, 

T sobered down in a minute, and after they 
were gone 1 didn’t speak, but fell imagining 
myself looking and appearing like Aunt Nab- 
by, in the silence that wast to me, at least, 
a bit like that in which Dick and I lad 
walked up the sands together. 

Anybody would think, if my thoughts 
turned in that direction at all, L should have 
been thinking about Dick, and picturing him 
out tossed by wind and wave. But I wasn’t. 
Nobody knows how queer and contrary a 
thing a woman’s heart is sometimes, but a 
woman herself, aud though [I loved the man 
beside me dearly, a curious fit was on me, 
and when I heard the wind cry and the sea 
moan, I was thinking how, if T was his wife, 
maybe my youth and beauty would go like 
Aunt Nabby’s, and just at that moment 
that seemed the worst thing there was about 
the whole matter, and an gbsurd injured feel- 
ing towards Dick came over me, as if he was 
to blame somehow for my loving him at all. 

But of course Dick couldn’t know my 
thoughts, and he reached over and laid his 
hands gently upon my two that lay folded 
across ny knee. 

“Clara,” he said, and I was half thinking 
as he spoke that my. name never sounded so 
sweet before, and half thinking as I drew my 
hands away how pretty and plump they were, 
and how Aunt Nabby’s very hands looked 


miserable and forlorn, for hands all have ex- 
pression sometimes, as well as faces. “Clara,” 
said Dick, “ you know Ilove you. Give mea 
promise to earry with me when I sail.” 

Those last words, “when I sail,” seemed 
to goad me on, and I said, and I verily be- 
lieve the words surprised me who spoke 
them, as much as they did Dick. 

“No, I wont give my promise to aman who 
follows the sea.” 

I said this short and quick, but as I looked 
up and saw Dick’s eyes resting on me with a 
love in them so overflowing that it crowded 
out astonishment even, my heart melted in 
me for one moment; then something whis- 
pered, “See how he loves you, What wont 
aman do fur love? ‘Try him.” 

“Dick,” I said, softly, leaning towards him, 
“give it up for my sake.” 

“Give up what, Clara?” he said, in a be- 
wildered sort of a way, for all this was so new 
and sudden to him, and then he didn’t know 
how Aunt Nabby. had been going on, putting 
it into my head. 

“ Why, the sea, of course!” said I, a little 
impatiently, 

“What!” said he, “ when I’m doing so well! 
Going mate this time, and almost sure to be 
captain next. You shall live easy, Clara.” 

“Worry’s worse than work any day,” said 
I, coldly, not to say crossly, “and you can’t 
love me much to be willing to spend three 
quarters, and more, of your time away from 
me.” ; 

“ Clara,” he said, more gravely and earnestly 
than L had ever heard him speak before, for 
Diek’s gay-hearted and light-spoken for the 
most part; “I do love you, God knows. I 
love you too well to make a nobody. of my- 
self, for you might as well ask me to be noth- 
ing—not to be Dick Wayne—as not to be a 
sailor. Why, Clara, the Waynes have all 
been sailors, father, and his father before 
him, and when a boy’s put on board a ship 
almost before he can speak plain, and works 
his way up from cabin boy to mate, with hope 
ahead of him still, it’s hard turning lands- 
man, anda poor fist he’d make at it. No, 
Clava, I can’t give up the sea; but Pil love 
you tender and true, dear, present or absent,” 

O dear! does anybody have two selves 
sometimes, I wonder? It seemned to mo I 
was two Clara Dixons at once, one my own 
true inner self, that felt that every word he 
spoke was true, and loved him all the better 
that I could not wind him round my little 
finger, and another that was mostly made up 
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of my bright eyes and pink cheeks, with just 
enough mind to fear the loss of them, and to 
be weakly angry with him because he could 
refuse me anything, and so my heart and lips 
worked cuntrawise, 

© Well, Dick,” said Clara No. 2, “of course 
yout can doas you choose. I don’t hardly 
know why I asked you, I’m sure, or why it 
should be anything to me,” I added, careless- 
ly, suddenly remembering that I had never 
confessed in so many words that [loved hit, 
and feeling a wicked, hateful satisfaction, 
that I had power to torment him. 

Iie sat a minute dumb, with a hurt sur- 
prised look on his face that touched, and 
pained, and pleased, atid provoked me. Yes, 
all of these, for my mood was like winds we 
have now and then that blow all ways at 
onee, 

“T do believe it rains,’ I said, more for the 
sake of appearing unconcerned than any- 
thing else, and I went to the door and opened 
it, intending to take a lool at the weather. 

But as the door swung open [started back, 
for right before me on the step stood a man 
with a face white enough for any ghost. He 
held a gun trailing in his left hand, and his 
right hung at his side in a limp useless way, 
All this the first sudden gleam of light that 
leaped ont as [ opencd the door showed me. 

I suppose he thought I was alone, for he 
hastened to say “Don’t be frightened. I will 
nat hurt you. No,” with a faint laugh, “ for 
T couldn't, even if I would,’ touching his 
rightarm. “I shot myself on the marsh 
this afternoon, instead of the game I was 
after, and owing to sundry faluts and rests it 
has taken me till this time to make a forced 
march as far as here. I was just thinking 
that if some good Samaritan didn’t happen 
along soon it would go hard with me, when I 
saw your light and resolved to turn beggar 
for—” 

_ Ife didn’t finish the.sentence, for if Dick, 
who was at my side by this time, hadn't 
caught him, he would have fallen to the 
ground in a dead faint. 

Then what with Dick’s running for the 
doctor, and me getting mother up and help- 
ing her do for the stranger afterwards, there 
was bustle and confusion enongh to postpone 
any further consideration of Dick's and my 
private affairs for that night. 

Dick waited round, though, till the last 
minute, in hopes of a word from me before 
he went, I knew well enough; but a body 
finds it handy to be dreadfally busy some- 


times, But just before he went, mother 
came down stairs, after she had got the stran- 
ger comfortably into bed, and I took occasion 
to say, as enthusiastically as if T’d admired 
such things in a man as much as I detest 
them: 

“What a lovely skin he’s got, mother, and 
such little delicate hands! Well, I suppose 
ho’s indoors mostly, and it docs make a man 
dreadfully rough and black to be out in the 
sun and wind all the time. I do believe it’s 
natural to me to love beauty anywhere,” £ 
added, thoughtfully, 

Great, brown, splendid Dick gave me a 
troubled look out of his honest eyes that both 
shamed and satisfied me, for since there isn’t 
one woman in a thousand but will talk likea 
fool once in a while, even when she knows it 
ail the time, it’s consoling when she finds a 
‘man loves her too well to realize it. - 

Of course I repented as soun as Dick was 
gone, but that’s no sign I shouldn't have gone 
on just the same if he'd been there, for I 
didn’t really come out of my contrary fit till 
the next morning, 

“Now, Clara Dixon,” I said, taking myself 
to task more sharply than IF would have al- 
lowed anybody else to, as I looked out from 
my window and saw the sea shining in the 
sun, with here and there a distant sail stand- 
ing peacefully along the farther sky, “what 
possessed you to talk so last night, when you 
knew, if you were a man, nothing would 
tempt you to stay on land? Your ought to 
be ashamed of yourself to ask such a thing 
of Dick, and then to treat him so because he 
wouldn't be fool enough to think of it.” 

Then, as I thought of Aunt Nabby’s case, 
Imade a few consoling reflections in the way 
of remembering a neighbor of ours who had 
ason blown up in a powder mill, a woman 
over to Cross’ Corner whose husband was 
killed by being thrown from a carriage, be- 
sides recalling with 4 certain kind of satis- 
faction divers and sundry railway and other 
land accidents I'd read and heard of. So af- 
ter taking another look at the smiling sea I 
went down stairs properly willing for Dick to 
forgive me. I wasn't much concerned, either, 
but that Dick would give mea chance to sig- 
nify this willingness. Still, the day seemed 
long for all T was so busy, for the stranger 
took a feverish turn, and mother’s waiting on 
him of course left me more to do. 

Along inthe afternoon the stranger grew 
so much worse that mother thought Aunt 
Nabby had better stay over night and sit up 
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with him, too, and Aunt Nabby satd she 
would in a minute, only she'd forgotten her 
“drops” that she always took for herneural- 
gia,and she shouldn’t dare to go without 
them any longer, for she really Hulleved’ tiyas 
coming on, 

“Why,” said mother, “that’s easy enough 
fixed if that’s all that hinders. Clary can 
run over and get them by-and-by, as well as 
not.” 

I tried hard to: getaway carly, but thera 
was one thing and another to do, so ’twas 
almost nightfall when I got started and it’s a 
good three-quarters of a mile to Aunt Nab- 
by’s. I was provoked enough, for I had made 
up my mind that Dick would surely come 
that night and £ was afraid I should miss 
secig him, and I couldy’t bear the thoughts 
of passing another night and day without 
making my peace with lim; but of course I 
couldn’tspeak about it, only I did say to 
mother, as carelessly as I could, just before I 
went, that if Lute Ames, or anybody else, 
came in to see me while I was gone, to tell 
them Pd be back in no time, 

It did scem to me that I met everybody I 
knew at Blue Point that night, except Dick, 
as was going over to Aunt Nabby’s, and 
everyboily was wonderful giad to see me and 
had twice as much to say as usual, so ’twas 
as dark as ever it would be by the time I got 
to the house, 

And then [had to hunt over every closet 
and cupboard Aunt Nabby had, for in my 
hurry to getaway Lhadn't half minded where 
she sald the “drops” were. So my “no 
time” had spun out pretty well by the time 
Igot home, though I hurried all the way 
going and coming. 

But I might-as well have spared my poor 
tired feet that I'd stood on all day, for though 
IT could hardly believe my own eyes as I 
opened the door and looked round the kitch- 
en, there was no Dick there. 

Of course, I thought, he would have wwait- 
ed when mother told him what I said, but I 
couldn’t quite rest, so by-and-by I said to 
mother: 

“ Lute hasn’t been in?” 

“No,” said mother, 

I was terribly afraid mother would suspect 
something, but still I must be sure, for I had 
felt so certain Dick would come, 

“Nor anybody else, I suppose?” I said. 

“No,” said mother again, too busy over 
some sort of a bath she was fixing for the 
stranger’s arm to much mind me. 


The moment mother said that, and I had 
no longer hope or expectation to keep me 
up, I felt as if I never was so tired in my life 
before, and in alittle while 1 went dismally 
off to bed, still willing for Dick to forgive me, 
but nettled that he had made me wait a bi 
after [ was ready for confession, and 1 finally 
fell asleep imagining how I should punish 
him for it when he came the next evening. 

But the next night came and went without 
Diek, and the next, and then I heard by 
chance that he had gone to Boston to ship. 
Gone without seeing me! Gone without a 
word to try to win me back. 

“O Dick,” I thought bitterly to myself, 
“how could you, when you must have known 
LT loved you? How cowd you, when I was 
so sure you loved me?” 

But I was more coutrary-minded than ever 
about him, between my love and my pride. 
J loved him because I couldn't help it, but 
my pride rebelled because he had held meso 
lightly. Then I had found out that the 
neighbors had somehow got hold of my not 
knowing when he sailed till after he had 
gone, and I was so afraid they would think I 
was pining after him, that I touok special 
pains to go everywhere I could and be as 
gay as possible when there. Then, for the 
same reason, I flirted desperately with the 
stranger while he was recovering from the 
fever he had a run of at our house, 

But, O the nights! Many a time when 
the wind was blowing and the sea moaning, 
J thought of what Aunt Nabby had said of 
lovers’ sighs aud wives’ weepiug, and the bit- 
terest thought of all was that I should have 
no right to weep for him, whatever happened. 

Dick was on a coaster this voyage, and it 
wouldn’t be so very long before he'd be back, 
and I couldn’t believe but that we should 
somehow make it up then. Perhaps it was 
this hope that kept my trouble from wearing 
on me so much, for I was standing before the 
glass one day, not long before Dick was ex- 
pected back, and thinking I needn't have 
thought so much about worrying’s spoiling 
my good looks, when mother spoke up sud- 
deuly from a paper she was reading: 

“Why, Clara,” she said, “there’s been a 
terrible gale off Cape Cod and ever so many 
yessels lost, and‘ the Dolphin, probably,” the 
paper says. Wasn't that the vessel Dick 
Wayne went on?” : 

My lips felt stiff as pasteboard as I man- 
aged to answer “yes,” and my brain spun 
like a top, and the whole world whirled and 
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dipped, and all the reason I didn’t faint was 
because I would not, for anybody’s will can 
sometimes help a faint. 

I did not dare to go away by myself, for I 
felt that once I gave my feelings rein, all 
control of them would be goné, and so I 
went about as usual and sometimes I felt 
like a stone, and sometimes I felt as if I 
should go wild if I didn’t stop this acting and 
be myself— my own miserable, heart-break- 
ing self. 

A while afterwards mother was sitting at 
the window that looks down the road, and 
she looked up from her sewing and said to 
me: 

“ TTere comes old Mrs. Piper.” 

T didn't stop to consider what mother 
would think, but I just dropped the spoon I 
was stirring the hominy with into the kettle. 

“ Stir a minate or two for me, mother,” I 
said, and got out into the front entry just as 
the old lady was coming into the back door, 

I went up stairs and looked in the glass, I 
knew what she had come for, for likely the 
news was all over the village about Dick, and 
when I saw that I was pale as a ghost it 
wasi’t anyways Jikely that T was going down 
to have her asking me, the first thing, what 
had become of my red cheeks. So I just 
slipped down the stairs and round to the side 
of the house and got a handful of mullen 
leaves, 

Thad got my cheeks tingling pretty sharp 
when mother called. 

“Yes, ina minute, mother,” I said, giving 
each check a last hard rub, Then I snatched 
a pink bow from one of my boxes and pinned 
under my chin, and put a bright ribbon on my 
hair, and run down stairs as fast as ever I 
could, singing as I went just the liveliest 
song I knew. 

“Seems to me you're wonderful light- 
hearted, Clary,” said old Mrs. Piper as Icame 
in, Then she took a survey of me and my 
Yibbons, and added, discontentedly, “some 
folks sheds trontle same as a duck’s back 
does water.” 

“That's comfortable, I'm sure,” said I, 
taking the spoon from mother and stirring 
hard and fast, as if I could stir away the tem- 
per that would start despite me; “ but who's 
in trouble now, Mrs, Piper?” as innocently 
a3 possible. 

“Well, I suppose his mother is, if nobody 
else aint.” 

“0, you mean Dick Wayne’s mother,” I 
said, “Tshould have thought she would have 


been one to take any such thing hard if you 
hadn't hinted to the contrary.” 

Of course I never should or shall go on the 
stage for an actress, but I’ve often thought 
remembering how lightly I spoke, and looked 
over to that prying old woman with half a 
smile, when all the while my heart was like 
to break in me that I might have piade a 
good one if T’d been trained to it. 

“Mrs, Wayne’s a feelin’ woman, Clary,” 
sald Mrs, Piper; “and I’m sure I never 
thought of saying anything to the contrary, 
Fulks make moril reflections sometimes with- 
out meanin’ nothin’, don’t they?” 

JT said I thonght quite likely they did, and 
pretty soon afterwards she took her leave, 
and as I watched her turn down towards the 
Jacobs’s I knew well enough she would tell 
them there and at half a dozen other places, 


” before night, that Clara Dixon didn’t care a 


stray whether Dick Wayne’s ship sunk or 
salled. 

“Well,” I thought, within me, “jilt’s none 
too good a name, but jilted’s worse, and 
they'd all have me one or the other.” 

6 Tra lala!’ I hummed, turning from the 
window and seeing mother look at me witha 
lovk In her eyes that I couldn't bear even 
from her. “ Where’s my stocking, mother? 
Maybe I shall want it before spring,” I said, 
going to the closet and hunting round. 

“7 saw it last on the top shelf, with two of 
the needles out,” said mother, 

Then I remembered. O dear! couldn't a 
moment slip, a look fall on me ora word be 
spoken without some hurt or sting for me 
peeause of him? © Dick, merry, laughing 
Dick, who might now be lying stiff and cold 
beneath the seat O, I must get away from 
sight—I must utter my agony! 

My hat lay on a stand and f seized it but 
never stopped for a shawl, though it was No- 
vember, and mother called after me to take 
one. I walked rapidly past the houses and 
out of sight of all, aud then I ran, ran madly 
and wildly, down to the beach and to the 
Point. 

I flung myself down upon the wet sands 
where the waves crept back and forth and 
kissed them, “Give it to the waves, O 
sands!” Isaid. “And waves give it to him 
whom living or dead I shall love forever- 
more.” . 

“Clava,” sald a voice behind me. 

Of course it was Dick. 

Now you think I certainly fatnted, or else 
fell on his neck with some wild exclamation 
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orother. But I didn’t, Mother says I jump 
like a cat in my feelings, and though I knew 
one supreme moment as I passed from agony 
tojoy,L held out my hand coolly to Dick, 
just as 1 had imagined I would ever since he 
went, if ever I saw him again, 

But it was no use. In a moment Dick had 
me in his arms, 

* Clara, my darling! my darling!” he whis- 
pered, “I heard!” 

And then indeed what was the use? 

“But why didwt you come before you 
went, and sea if I was quite so determined, 
after all?” T said, 

“Tadid,” said he. “But didn’t you get my 
note?” 

“No,” E said; “ what note?” 

“Yeame down to the house the very night 
after you were in such a—a—” 

“Contrary fit,” said 1; and he kissed me 
Just as if that was something lovely for me 
to indulge in. 

“And you were gone away somewhere, and 
I didn’t know when you would be back, and 
asT had to go to Boston the next day whether 
or no, I took a leaf from my pocket diary and 
wrote you a bit of a note and gave it to Aunt 
Nabby for you. Init I asked you to send 
me just a word before I left Boston if you 
eared at all for me, and when I got no an- 
swer, and remembered that last evening, I 


thought—well, Clara, I hardly know what I 
did think, but I don’t know, if TE hadn't 
chanced along here, justas I did, whether I 
should ever have known the blessed truth or 
not.” 

“Aunt Nabby came to the door?” I said, 
turning the matter over in my mind. 

“Yes,” said Dick; “I guess your mother 
was up stairs, for I didn’t see her at all.” 

When we got home who should be there 
but Aunt Nabby herself! 

© Tleavens and alrth!” she said, lifting her 
hands. “I thought you was in the bottom 
of the sea!” 

“Dolphin isn’t a very uncommon name for 
aship,” said Dick, “Its the Dolphin of Sa- 
lem, instead of the Dolphin of Boston, that’s 
ashore off Cape Cod.” 

Aunt Nabby looked at us both, and I sup- 
pose she saw how it was with us, and then 
she looked at me. 

“Tmeant it for the best,’ she said. “TI 
wanted to spare you, Clary.” 

The thin quavering voice trembled, and a 
sudden strong pity for her came over me, and 
I went up and kissed the poor forlorn crea- 
ture. I could afford to forgive her I was so 
happy, for the best of it all was, Dick had 
got his captatn’s chance, and is going to take 
me, instead of my promise, with him next 
time he sails, 
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A NIGHT WATCHMAN’S ADVENTURE. 


BY CLARENCE F. BUHLER, 


AS a general rule, night-watchmen are the 
most sombre aml uncommunicative of men. 
What light there is in them is not of the sun- 
shine, but of the aurora borealis. But wedo 
not say this by way of disparagement, for 
they are just what they have to be in the 
natural order of things, To illustrate by a 
parallel case: the owl is not the gravest of 
birds simply because he belongs to the genus 
Striz, but for the further reason that he has 
a bad habit of turning night into day. 

But when a night-watchman has anything 
which he considers worth telling, you may 
take it for granted that it is something out 
of the common ran. 

Martin Dipper was one of the most efficient 
night-watehmen I ever knew, for you could 
no more eatch him asleep than you could the 
proverbial weasel. Every hair on his head 
seemed charged with electricity, and con- 
stantly on the alert; and it was very evident 
that stroking bis lair would produce the 
same sound as rubbing a cat’s fur in the 
wrong direction. ; 

The building under his nightly charge was 
a large silk warehouse on the outskirts of the 
city, and within a stone’s throw of a large 
field, on which, at the period embraced in my 
story, a circus company had pitched its tent. 
As such exhibitions often brought bad char- 
acters iuto the neighborhood, Martin was 
even more vigilant than usual, and, fearing 
that le might fall asleep, he took along a 
small bulldog to act as deputy. 

The night which Martin had such terrible 
cause to remember was a very gusty one in 
the latter part of the autumn, and the old 
tree in front of the warehouse was showering 
down its crimson foliage as if the red snow 
that is sometimes seen in the Polar regions 
were falling in huge flakes, 

He was a Strict temperance man, and as 
every night-watchtnan requires some stimu- 
lant, he was in the habit of taking a pint of 
coffee with him and warming it up during 
the night, 6 

Between twelve and one o’clock he went 
up stairs for that purpose, as the only fire- 
place in the building was in a small front 
room on the second floor. After splitting xp 
some old boxes, he made a blazing fire on 


the hearth, which lighted up the little room 
80 resplendently that bis Jantern became a 
mere superfluity. The wartnth was so grate- 
ful to his rheumatic limbs that he kept put- 
ting on fuel long after he had drank his 
allowance of hot coffee. It was his custom 
to inspect the doors and windows on the 
ground-Qoor of the building at regular inter- 
vals; so at two o'clock he went down stairs 
for that purpose, leaving the dog in a com- 
fortable doze by the fire. He had completed 
his round of inspection, and was on his way 
up stairs again, when he heard a tremen- 
dous crash of glass, followed by a how! from 
the dog, a scuffting suund, aud all was stil! 
again. Martin cocked his Colt’s revolver 
and rushed into the room,-only to find the 
window-sash shattered to fragments and the 
dog gone. 

How was that state of things to be account- 
ed for? The dog couldu’t have jumped 
through the window, because the scuffing 
sound succeeded the crash, aud furthermore, 
all the glass broken from the window’ was 
strewn upon the floor of the room, showing 
conclusively that the window must have 
been broken from the outside. 

Martin was nonplussed for once; and the 
more he revolved the matter in his mind, 
the more it seemed that some supernatural 
agency had been at work. A glance from 
the window satisfied him that no human 
being could reach it except by means of a 
Jadder; for although the tree we hare men- 
tioned stood directly in front of it, the inter- 
vening distance was too great for'any one to 
use the tree a3 a means of access to the 
window. - : 

Martin then concluded to examine the 
ground immediately under the window for 
traces left by the feet of a ladder, or by any- 
thing else; for he had once hunted mink 
and raccoons for a living, and his practised’ 
eye could even trace a muskrat. He was 
aware of the risk attached to such a course, 
but that could not deter him from seeking a 
clue to the disappearance of his favorite dog, 
He was on the point of going out, when it 
occurred to him that his duty to his employ- 
er, which was always a parainount consider- 
ation in his mind, forbade that he should 
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take so rash a step, and that he had already 
been guilty of gross negligence in leaving the 
broken window for an instant. So he hur- 
ried back to the room from which the dog 
had disappeared and prepared’ to watch 
there until morning. The fate of the dog 
had warned him of the danger of having a 
light in the room, and thus making himself 
a conspicuous target to any one or anything 
outside; so he extinguished the fire, covered 
up his lantern in one corner of the apart- 
ment, and sat in the dark with his finger on 
the trigger of his pistol, awaiting further de- 
velopments. At this juncture there was a 
lull in the gale, which had raved with mani- 
acal fury for several hours, and Martin’s 
acute ear heard au indistinct sound below 
that was evidently caused by some one creep- 
ing on his hands and knees, for Martin bad 
often heard hunters crawling in that man- 
ner to surprise their game, 

A momentary silence ensued, and then he 

heard the tree violently agitated, as if some 
giant were ascending it; for there was no 
wind blowing at the time. A moment after- 
ward, what appeared to Martin to be the leg 
of a burglar was thrust through the window, 
and he fired one barrel of his revolver at it, 
but was unable to fire a second, as the ex- 
ploded percussiun-cap had got wedged in be- 
hind the chamber of the pistol so as to pre- 
vent it from revolving. 
. But Martin meant business; so he threw 
the revolver at the mysterious object, and 
then sailed in with his bowie-knife. But it 
soon dropped from his paralyze] hand as he 
was jerked through the window, and found 
himself in the coils of a bua-constrictor! 

There was a menagerie attached to the 
circus, and the tent containing the former 
had blown down, the pole of it falling upon 
the serpents’ cage, and so bending the iron 
rods as to let out its inmates. 

Some hours afterward the circus employ- 

\ ees Were engaged in repairing damages, when 
they were horrified to see the boa returning 
to its cage with the insensible night-watch- 
man in its powerful folds} 


If Martin had offered the least resistance 
the constrictor would have crushed every 
bone in his body; but as_he fainted imme- 
diately, it supposed he was dead, and was 
conveying him back to its cage to perform 
the process of deglutition at its leisure; for 
it was already surfeited with the dog which 
it had swallowed. Upon being attacked by 
the man, the boa at once dropped its prey, 
and he received medical aid as ‘promptly as 
Possible, but remained unconscivus for up- 
wards of twenty four hours. 

The morning after that memorable night, 
Martiu’s employer was taking a horseback 
ride at an early hour, when Le noticed that 
the front window of the warehouse had been 
shattered to atoms; so be thereupon entered 
the building with his private key, but found 
no clue to Martin, except the revolver with 
one barrel discharged lying on the floor, and 
the bowie knife upon the ground outside. 
He forthwith made inquiries about the 
neighborhood, and was infurmed of the sin- 
gular occurrence at the circus. 

“ What was the color of the man's hair?” 
he asked, with a view to identifying him. 

“ White as the driven snow,” was the reply. 

“Then,” said he, “it must have been a 
different man, for Martin’s hair was black as 
a coal.” 

“Don’t be too sure he isn't the same 
man,” observed a bystander, “for sueh an 
adventure as that would turn any man’s bair 
white in five minutes,” 

The proprietor of the warehouse evidently 
thought the suggestion entitled to some 
weight, for he straightway repaired to the 
bedside of the wretched man, and instantly 
recognized him as the faithful watchman, in 
spite of bis snow-white hair. 

Martin was ultimately restored to health, 
and strange to say, the order of nature is re- 
versed in his case, and as he grows ohler his 
hair is gradually recovering its pristine black- 
ness, so that by the time he is threescore 
and ten bis locks will be as dark as Cimme- 
rian darkness itself. 
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A NIGHT’S ADVENTURE IN CHILI, 


BY W. H. MACY, 


Our liberty on shore at Talcahuana was 
for twenty-four hours—going ashore in the 
morning to report ourselves the next—and as 
the rules of the port required all seamen 
found after ten o’clock without a pass, to be 
incarcerated, each man of the liberty watch 
was furnished with one of those documents. 

1 had spent the day and the early part of 
the evening, as foremast men usually do, 
drifting with the current, making a tempo- 
rary harbor wherever an eddy set me in, 
quafling chicha with the beauties of “ Jib- 
boom street,” and even dipping a little into 
the mysteries of “The Devils Pocket,” a 
sort of Chilian “Five Points.” Evening 
found me enjoying myself in a dance-hall, 
where a heterogeneous crowd of Chilenos 
and seamen of various nationalities, with 
their partners, sparkling brunettes, gifted 
with the graceful carriage and poetry of mo- 
tion peculiar to females with more or less 
admixture of Spanish blood, whirled in the 
dizzy waltz, or kept time with feet and hand- 
kerchiefs to the national Zamacueca. (My 
shipmates always persisted in Aunglicising 
this word as Sambo Quaker.) 

The black eyes and fine figure of one of 
these damsels, known as Manuela, had cap- 
tivated my fancy; but, on my signifying as 
much, Iwas given to understand that she 
was not, as I had hoped, “fancy-free.” 

Finding myself de trop in that partienlar 
quarter, I conceived a most supreme indiffer- 
ence for the fascinations of others, whose 
squire I might have been for the asking. I 
resolved to return on board the ship, for 
there was no Jaw to hinder this, if we got 
tired of the shore—and had money enough 
left to hire a boatman, We might go off at 
any hour during the night, provided the in- 
evitable passport was ready for the vigilanfe's 
inspection, 

But tt was already later than I had sup- 
posed it; and, on fecling in my pockets, I 
found my pass missing. I had no idea where 
or when it had been lost, but I had made 
up my mind to go on board if I could get 
there. Mentioning my loss to Joe Russell, a 
townsman of mine who belonged to another 
ship— 


“Tl make you allright,” said he “I've 
got half a dozen old passes, that I had when 
we were here last season.” And selecting 
one of the least soiled among them he placed 
it at my disposal. 

“But,” said I, “the date! It’s dated a 
year ago.” . 

“Thats of no consequence. There isn’t 
one of these vigilantes in twenty that can 
read, It’s a plece of paper, partly printed 
and partly written—that’s the extent of their 
knowledge about it.” 

© Well, Pil try to run the gauntlet with it.” 

“At any rate,” said Joe, “it the pass isn’t 
sufficient, a couple of reals or so, for the vig- 
Hante to drink your health, will do the busi- 
ness. You might buy the whole police force, 
chief and all, with two or three gold ounces.” 

The revels were getting more uproarious, 
as many of the seamen had passed from the 
jolly into the pugnacious stage, and it was 
time to close the dance-hall for the night. 
So I bid gond-by to Joe Russell and started 
down Jibboom street towards the Mole, I 
had nearly reached the street that runs along 
the water side, and began to inake sure that 
I should get a boat without being questioned, 
when two little wiry fellows darted out from 
their ambush at the corner. I made a start 
to run; but I was headed off by a third, and 
secing their “cheese-knives” flash in the 
moonlight, had no alternative but to submit. 

« Pasa, senor?” 

“Yes,” said I, “of course,” forgetting that 
my attempt to dodge their scrutiny was, itself, 
astrong ground for suspicion. I boldly pro- 
duced Russell’s old document, and held it be- 
fore the eyes of the chief spokesman, who 
scemed to be in command of the squad. 

He looked at it by the dim light of the 
moon, then drew outa lucifer and flashed it. 
A single glance was enough; the other two, 
at a sign from him, put each a hand upon my 
shoulders and I was marched off. 

In vain I offered a dollar—all the money 
that I had about me—for my liberty. My 
offer was spurned with contempt. I had 
fallen, it seemed, Into the hands of a man 
who was not only more intelligent than the 
average of his craft, but as incorruptible as 
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his Castilian ancestor who guarded the 
Peruvian Alonzo, But I still think he had 
his price; and that, if I had been the posses- 
sor of three dollars, I might have satisfied 
him and his two associates. 

But I would not have paid that sum had it 
been in my pockets; for, at most, it was but 
lodging one night in the calaboose, with per- 
haps a fine of a dollar or two in the morning, 
which the captain would pay, of course. My 
captors offered no violence when they found 
Tdidnotattemptto escape. We halted before 
a low dingy buitding, whence sounds of noisy 
merriment came forth as ‘the door was un- 
locked. I stepped in and the door was 
secured behind me. 

It was a vile filthy hole, this Chilian 
©Vombs.? It seemed to have no floor but 
the ground, on which, over a part of the 
space was thrown loose straw and dirty wool, 
which furnished fav more agreeable beds for 
fleas than for human beings. But no one 
seemed to care about trying tosleep, A rear 
of Jaughter saluted me as I was shut in from 
the outer world; and though little was to be 
seen by the glimmer of a single candle in a 
lantern, the familiar voices assured me that 
several of my shipmates were among the 
party. They were, of course, delighted to 
find ine in the same category, to keep them 
in countenance; especially as I was a boat- 
stecrer in the ship, or kind of petty officer, 

Some of them had been incarcerated with- 
in a few hours after they landed in the morn- 
ing; the fire kindled by their potations having 
got the better of their discretion. Itis very 
bard for Jack to submit to restraint and act 
like a law-abiding citizen, when temporarily 
ashore in a‘foreign port. He thinks, after 
having submitted for months to a despotism 
afloat, that he ought to do precisely as he 
pleases for twenty-four hours; and is aston- 
ished to find that the guardians of the peace 
take a different view of the matter, 

We were a merry party that night; deter- 
mined to besoin spite of circumstances, Datil 
far into the small hours of the morning we join- 
ed in making night hideous with our discor- 
dant concerts, singing, like Mr. Bob Sawyer's 
bachelor friends, each man the tine he knew 
best. Two or three times the door was 
opened to admit reinforcements, who at once 
fraternized and assimilated with the main 
body. 

But as everything has an end, so had the 
endurance of our Iungs. One after another 
lay down in the matted straw and wool, and 


some, thanks to the soporific effects of liquor, 
fell asleep, But I was not so fortunate. Tho 
name of the fleas was legion, without a pos- 
sible chance to flee from their attacks, As 
the young Lishman, who was grovelling next 
to me expressed it, “we were nearly flayed 
alive by the murdherin’ flays.” 

But matters had become so quiet at last 
that I heard a ship’s bell in the harbor strike 
six strokes, indicating three o'clock, when 
there was a rattling at the door, and voices 
were heard in altercation, one of which was 
plainly that of a female, and a musical one, 
even in its anger, The light of the lantern 
gleamed but faintly upon her features as she 
was pushed in at the narrow portal; bul, dis- 
torted as they were with passion, I reeog- 
nized my belle of the dance-hall, Manuela. 

T did not see the policemen at all; they 
banged and bolled the door; leaving the girl, 
to my astonishment, shut up with a score of 
men, The situation must have been new te 
her, accustomed as one might have supposed 
her to be, to the rough side of life. For sho 
had sufficient womanly delicacy to shrink 
aside, as if to escape observation. Most of 
my companions were by this time snoring 
loudly, and of the three or four who remained 
awake, I was the only one who recognized the 
girl, Lapproached and called her by name, 
as soon as I thought she was somewhat 
composed, 

She knew me at once, and seemed glad to 
meet one to whom she could speak. She 
asked how I came to be locked up; and hav- 
ing satisfied her, L put the same question to 
her, 

She extended her arm bared to the elbow; 
a beautiful arm she had, too, but it was 
stained with blood! “ Was it her own?” 

“No!” she said, savagely. “ Luis!” 

Louis was the name of the Frenchman who 
hhad been her attendant during the evening, 
and for whose sake she had rejected over- 
tures from many besides myself. 

“Did you kill him?” Tasked; for I spoke 
Spanish indifferently well, as Thad picked it 
up, orally. 

“No,” she replied, bitterly, “but I spoiled 
his beauty! Juana Paula will never love 
him with a scarred face!” 

There was no need to inquire further as to 
the cause of the difficulty. It was the same 
as in most eases of lovers’ guarrels; and well 
I knew, by report, what she-demons these 
Chilian women were when smarting under 
the influence of jealousy. Juana Paula was, 
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of course, the rival belle who had seduced 
Louis from his allegiance. And the beauti- 
ful girl before me—I shrank back involunta- 
rily as I thought of it—had taken her revenge 
in true Spanish style, with the cuchillo. 

“T couldn't help it,” she went on, noticing 
mny feelings on the subject, which I could not 
conceal, “ My countrywomen cannot be sat- 
islicd with half of a man’s love. We must 
have allor none, I loved Luis—and I love 
him yet. I am sorry now for what I have 
done, but TI should do the same again ina like 
case,” 

I left her to her own thoughts, though £ 
still remained near her, and determined, so 
far as in my power, to befriend and pro- 
tect her from rudeness on the part of my 
prison-comrades, She was quite calm when 
daylight returned, and talked with me upon 
indifferent subjects; but did not seem to feel 
any compunetion for the deed. She did not 
fear any severe punishment, she said; the 
magistrate was her own countryman and un- 
derstood how to dispose of such ecnses. A 
police officer, the same who had arrested me, 
came and conducted her off at an early hour, 
and I did not see her again until we met in 
court, My own deficiency of a passport was 
soon settled by a fine of one dollar; but the 
seamen who had been imprisoned for disor- 
derly conduct were more heavily muleted, 

Manuela looked more beautiful than ever 
when before the Alcalde; for she had been 
permitted to cleanse the stains of blood and 
arrange her toilet after leaving the prison. 
It struck me as very strange, in view of the 
evident sympathy for her on all sides, that 
she should have been locked up with a party 
of seamen; but it seems they had, at that 
time, but a single place of confinement for 
both sexes. 
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Louis was in court, with his face dreadfully 
disfigured, as was plain from the network of 
straps and plasters. It seemed to me that 
the magistrate, as well as all the Chilinos 
present, looked upon him as more to be 
blamed than the girl But beauty always 
carries weight in a police court there as well 
as here and elsewhere. Manuela, in her re- 
action of feeling, shed tears of pity for him; 
and as the poor Frenchman looked from her 
face to that of Juana Paula, who appeared as 
witness, a woman far inferior in personal at- 
tractions, he seemed to wonder at his tem- 
porary infatuation of the night before, and to 
look upon himself as the guilty rather than 
the injured party. 

The sentence was a very light one; a fine 
of a few dollars, and bonds, which were easily 
procured, The prisoner, as soon as released, 
laid her hand on the arm of Louis, and said 
something to him in a low voice. IIe seemed 
ina moment to melt under the influence of 
her earnest words, and they passed up the 
street together; Manuela still talking, as if 
with her whole soul, he listening, I watched 
their figures till I saw them both enter her 
house. 

At my next visit to this port, a year later, 
I found Manuela the wife of Louis, and both 
wero devoted to each other. ITis counte- 
nance had a most sinister look from the deep 
cicatrices intersecting each other. 

“We would have been scarred worse but 
for my care and nursing,” said Manuela, to 
me, in confidence, “It is well as itis, His 
beauty is gone, for other women—Juana 
Paula, and all the rest—but not for me, for I 
loved him, THe is more dear to me than ever, 
since [ have pué my mark upon him, and have 
a right to claim him as my own.” 
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BY KIT CARSON, JR. 


Jr was near the middie of April. We were 
“olearing and piling” up in the north lot, 
getting a large piece ready to burn off. It 
had been felled the season before, Peter 
Phelps was helping us; he worked for father 
that year. Peter was a good sort of a fellow 
enough, not very lazy, wor yet very ambi- 
tious. Ie would work well when there was 
a whole gang with him, but leave him alone, 
and he wasn’t apt to get much done, Men- 
tally, nature had not endowed him very 
heavily, and he had never improved much 
upon the old dame’s legacy. Personally, he 
was an average job, of a sandy complexion, 


pretty well featured, but drawled a little, and 
had a slack funky sort of a laugh. 

“TY never knew a man to be much,” father 
used to say, “ who laughed like that.” 

Peter wasn’t much, but still he aas some 
—at bragging, eating, and several other little 
things. I don’t know, hardly, how we got 
the impression, but Will and 1 had always 
set him down in our minds as a prodigious 
coward. Still, he was always Peter, nothing 
more, nothing less, and couldn’t have been 
if he had tried, 

On our third day up in the lot, father had 
to go away in the afternoon, and a little 
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before night, Will and I went down to do 
the chores, leaving Peter to work alone till 
nightfall, 

Well, it came on night; father had got 
back, and old Mr. Stetson had come in to 
get his paper, which father had brought up. 
We were all sitting before the fireplace, for 
the evenings were still quite cold, 

“Tasn’t Peter come down yet?” asked 
father. , 

“T guess not,” replied Will. 

* Seems to ine he stays pretty well,’ con- 
tinued father. “don’t care about his work- 
ing so late. Go sound the horn, Will.” 

Bat before he could leave the room, we 
heard a shout, or rather a yell, from without, 
Will caught open the duor, and in bounded 
Peter, upsetting Will completely, and throw- 
ing over several chairs, 

“Hold the door!? he gasped; “hold it 
hard!” And, recovering himself from his 
tumble, he planted his back against the 
closed door, and held as if for dear life; ' 

“Whew » ejaculated Mr. Stetson; : 

“What is it, Phelps? What alls you?” 
demanded father. 

“What's the matter ®” was the 
cry. . 
Peter was too breathless to explain at 
once, but stuod puffing and holding the 
door, as if not only his own life, but the sal- 
vation of us all depended upon it. 

“Come, Phelps, what was it?” again de- 
manded father, “Anything chasing you?” 

Yes—yes—some kind of a critter,’ he 
panted. “An Indian devil, T expect.” 

Will and I ran to the window, but thera 
was nothing in sight. Peter was partly per- 
suaded, partly pulled away from the door, 
and we all rushed out to examine for our- 
selves, But there was nothing to be.seen or 
heard, and we couldn't help laughing at the 
row Peter had raised, 

It had grown quite dark, and, despite all 
his assertions, we were considerably inclined 
todonbt. We hail no great faith in his valor, 
and thought he must have been mistaken. 
We knew there were bears and “lueivees” 
about, but they very ravely meddle with a 
man; and it had been three years since we 
had heard of a catamount being in the town- 
ship, 

Mr. Stetson started for home, and we went 
into the house to hear -Peter’s story more in 
detail. Ina few moments, however, Stetson 
came running back into the yard, at a pretty 
siiart pace for a man of his years, 














‘gencral 


“Take your gun, Atwood,” satd he, to 
father, “and come down quick.” 

Father caught down the old gun, and we 
all followed Mr, Stetson down the road. 
Some twenty rods below the house, the 
forest extended up to the road; and there 
were some large hemlocks and pines that 
overhung the path. 

“There,” said the old man, “there’s some 
sort of a creature in that tree. Be cautious! 
He's a big chap, whatever it is. See there, 
how those limbs bend and crack!” 

* Did you see it?” asked father, 

“Yes, he was close npon ime. I came up 
within three or four rods before I saw him, 
it’s so dark, IIe was standing right there in 
the path under the hemlocks. Why, he 
looked to me as tall as your young colt, and 
his eyes shone like fire. But I should have 
taken him for a deer, if he had not leaped up 
into the tree. I can’t say certain as to his 
color, in the dark so, but it seemed reddish. 

“The samo creature!” cried Peter, “I 
thought it was red.” 

“T can’t imagine what it is,” said father, 
“A catamount, you know, is a light drab 
color; and not as tall as you say this is, 
either.” 

© There,” said Will, who had got on a high 
stump near the path, “I can see something 
among the hemlock there. Yes, it moves. 
Get up here, father, and fire at it.” 

Father got up and let the contents of the 
old “ Queen’s-arm ” go into the tree. Almost 
with the report, there caine a loud snarling 
ery, aud the creature bounded into another 
tree, then into another, and so on, making a 
tremendous cracking, till, some distance into 
the woods, we heard him spring heavily to 
the ground and run off Into the forest. We 
stood listening, and presently heard the satne 
cry again, from far up the side of the moun- 
tain. 

“ He's gone,” said father; “let’s go back. 
Tow far did he chase you, Phelps ?” 

“Why, said Peter, glad to be believed at 
last, “I had just started from the field to 
come down through the woods by the path 
we've made there. I badn’t got more than 
& dozen rods before I heard that same 
screech behind me, I Ivoked round and 
saw this creature coming down the trunk of 
a big birch, just like a squirrel. It wasn’t 
very dark then, you know, and I could seo 
that it was a large catlike looking beast, 
colored red as your oxen. IJ ran, and I heard 
him after me all the way to the house,” 
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"Strange! said father, “I never knew 
or heard of anything Itke this before. We 
shall have to be pretty careful, if we've got 
such a neighbor as this near us.” 

We kept a sharp Jookout for several days, 
as we went and came from the clearing, but 
saw nothing of the “large eatlike animal, 
colored red.” 

“ Guess he didn’t like the salutation father 
gave him the other night from the old gun,” 
said Will, And we kept it ready to give him 
another, if he showed himself. 

One evening, about a week after that, 
father had sent Peter with the oxen and 
cart up to Mr, Edwards's, about half a mito 
above us, to get a load of potatoes for plant- 
ing, Will and I were milking in tho yard, 
All at once we heard a prodigious outery 
and racket up the road, and running out, 
saw Peter heeling it down the road and 
howling tor “help.” A few rods behind 
him came the oxen, running at fall leap, tho 
heavy old cart wheels bumping over tho 
stones and fogs, and the potatoes flying out 
at every jolt. 

“That's a pretty sight,” exclaimed father, 
Then shouted, “ Phelps, are you crazy? Stop 
those oxen.” 

Seeing help so near, Peter halted and 
headed off the cattle. i 

“Whats the matter now?” 
father, 
again?” 

“Yes sir. He jumped at me, sir, Ile was 
right there by the great pine tree. I was 
riding in the cart, and he leaped at me over 
the wheel. I jumped and ran, and the oxen 
ran after me.” ; 

“That creature’s bound to have you, 
Peter,’ said Wil, “ ‘This is the second time; 
beware of the third. But where did he go?” 

“T didn’t stop to watch him,” said Peter; 
“T thought he was chasing me.” 

We got the gun, and all went up, but the 
beast had gone. 

Just then My. Edwards came down. He 
had heard and seen the hubbub, and came 
down to find out what was up with us. Wo 
told him of Peter’s hairbreadth eseapes, 

“Vere, Spring,” said Edwards, whistling 
to his dog, a spotted hound, and calling him 
under the tree, “sce here! What do you 
find here, sir?” 

Spring snuffed about a moment, then ran 
baying off into the woods, 

“Come on,” said Edwards, “The crea- 
ture can’t be far off; let’s follow the hound.” 


demanded 
“Did you see that ‘Indian devil?’ 


We all started, leaving the oxen to grand- 
father. We could hear the hovind threading 
his way down the valley below us, baying in 
his professional tone, and we hurried in 
after him, through the brush and darkness, 
as fast as we could run. Suddenly the deep 
regular cry ceased; then came a sharp yell, 
followed by a series of whines, either of fear 
or pain, and in a few moments Spring came 
back to us and ran crouching behind his 
master. Looking inte the black shadows 
before us, we saw a couple of fiery spots and 
heard a snarling growl; but before Edwards 
could five, the creature bounded aside, and, 
springing up the trunk of a large fir, disap- 
peared among the thick boughs. Fortu- 
nately, the tree stood a little apart from the 
others—far enough to prevent the creature 
from leaping into the neighboring treetops, 

“What's to be done?” said father; “shalt 
we send for an axe and cut the tree down?” 

be | shouldi’t care about being the one to 
tting,” said Edwards, “The old 
it take a notion to come down dur- 
: operation,” 

t's Just my idea,” said Peter, 

sit;were only daylight,” continuea Ed- 
wards, “we could probably see him, and so 
shoot him in the tree,” 

“Let’s make it daylight then,” said Wil, 

“What do you mean?” said Edwards, 

“Get me along pole, and I'll show you,” 
replied Will, opening his jackknife. 

A large white birch stood near, looking 
like a ghost in the darkness, From this Will 
stripped off a long cut of bark, and, rolling it 
up inte a big torch, fixed it upon the end of 
the pole which Edwards had cut. 

“Now be ready with your gun,” said Will, 
taking a match from his pocket and striking 
it. The torch was soon blazing at a great 
rate. Thrasting it slowly up, it lighted all 
the surrounding treetops. Seeing the fire, 
the creature gave an angry growl and sprang 
up higher. 

“here he is!” cried Will. “An ugly 
looking customer too. Quick! he’s going 
to spring at me, Let him have it!” 

Edwards fired, A sharp savage cry fol- 
lowed the report. 

“You've hit him!’ shouted Will. 
soon be down here.” 

And sure enough, after holding on a while, 
the creature fell heavily to the ground. A 
few well-directed clips from a club finished 
him, Stinging the body upon a stout pole, we 
carried it to the house, 












We'll 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


"Twas a pretty good tug, though, for he 
weighed two hundred and ten pounds. Seen 
by daylight, he was traly an odd-looking 
subject. Nobody knew what to call him. 
Several old hunters came jn to seo him, but 
none of them had ever seen anything like 
him before. 

Mr. Lamoine, a naturalist from Montreal, 
paid us a visit, but he was unable to classify 
the creature. He sald the animal resembled 
somewhat both a panther and a Canada 
lynx. But the color was unlike either. It 
was, as Peter had said, red, or rather a red- 
dish yellow. The head was large and lynx- 


» 


like, but the ears lacked the tassels of the 
lynx. The legs wero much longer than a 
panther’s, while the claws were neither so 
long nor so sharp. The voice, too,as we had 
heard it, lacked that peculiar terrific shril!- 
ness which characterizes the panther, while 
it as little resembled the quavering cry of the 
lynx. 

I once heard that a similar animal had 
been killed near Moosehead Lake, but was 
unable to compare their points of resem- 
Dlance. And, so far as I know, this crea- 
ture’s identity, or place in natural history, 
has never been made out or assigned, 
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A PRECIOUS ROGUE. 


BY TILOPORE ARNOLD. 


T HAVE always fought shy of telling any of 
my professional experiences, for several rea- 
sons. In the first place, it would fill a rea- 
sonable lifetime to relate all the non-profes- 
sional scrapes I have seen and been engaged 
in; in the second place, one cannot tell “the 
trath, the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth,” anywhere bat in court; and I may 
have been afraid of a libel. 

But here fs a little adventure which I will 
risk in print. 

I went into my office one morning last 
month, prepared for anything rather than 
business. The swans had returned to the 
South, and I had spent the greater part of 
the night before in admiring their new fall 
plumage, and in exchanging confidences with 
them regarding our summer doings. In 


other, and, I suppose, more sensible language, 
IT had been to the first party of the,season, 
and the champagne had been a little too 
much for me, 

The Vandorfs own four vineyards in Cali- 
fornia; and when you take wine at their 
table you may he sure that you are not drink- 
ing any abomination brewed in Congress, 
State, or any other strect, out of wild cher- 
rics, molasses, logwood, and whatever other 
trash they make their “ iinported ” wines of. 

The consciousness of this had prevented 
wy being inexorable when my host or the 
ladies had nodded at me, holding up, at the 
sine time, one of those slender green bub- 
bles, full of Pacific sunshine, 

The result had been an outrageous head- 
ache, and a strong inclination to lie all day 
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with my feet higher than my crown, and a 
suda-fountain fizzling near by. 

It was Just after vacation, and the dockets 
in all the courts were of unprecedented 
Jength. Of conrse, since I didn't want them, 
spy clients came pouritg in before 1 had hung 
ny hat up. I made short work of them, I 
had an important case on hand which en- 
grossed all my attention, and they must wait. 
The important caso was myself, who was, 
if E may speak grammatically, at this time an 
objective case. The twentieth rueful cus- 
tomer dismissed, I called my office-boy, and 
sent aline by him to the clerks of both civil 
and criminat courts: “Bring up forty cases 
before you call any of mine,’ 

Then L stretched wyself on a sofa in my 
private office, shut my eyes, and wished that 
I had the mauling of the man who first 
squeezed grapes, While I lay there, in imag- 
{nation beating the wretch to the color and 
eousistence of a bunch of black Hamburgs, 
there came a soft tap at my inner door. 
Opening my eyes, I beheld a lady standing 
there, and looking at me with a face full of 
appeal. 

The “Confound yous” that was just at my 
teeth was swallowed in haste. 

“J'm sorry to disturb you,” said a sweet 
faltering voice, and the Jady’s broad lids 
drooped over her pathetic violet eyes, and 
she made the most ravishing little courtesy, 

I invited her in, explained my headache, 
and placed myself at her service. 

She didn’t sit down, she melied into a 
chair, and sat there a moment silent, the 
auntess crape of her deep mourning flowing 
about her till her smooth, pallid, lovely face 
reminded one of the evening-star seen throngh 
arift in a black cloud. Then she told her 
storys, which I condensa, It took her an 
honr to tell it. 

She, Mrs, Salome, had beon wnceremoni- 
ously dismissed from the house where she 
had been boarding, without due notice, and 
in an insulting manner. She had not been 
given time to find a new boarding-place, when 
suddenly she found her tranks sent to a 
Storehouse, and the door of the boarding- 
house locked against her. 

I asked what reasons Mrs. Cary, the woman 
she boarded with, gave for sending her away. 

“She refused to give any reason,” my visi- 
tor faltered, tears shining through her thick 
Mrooping lashes. “I suspected that my hus- 
band had clreulated some disagrecable reports 
about me.” 


“ Your husband 2?” 

Her husband, it seemed, was a brute, She 
had married him when she was a mere child, 
before she knew what she wanted, and after 
a year or two of misery, had found herself 
obliged to leave him. Companionship with 
such a man was degrading. Since then he 
had tried to injure her, to find some charge 
against her. She supposed that he wanted a 
divorce, but did not know. 

“Twas put to great inconvenience and to 
expense,” the lady said, “and J think I ought 
to have restitution, Was it not egal for 
them to put me out in that way?’ 

The reader can imagine my feelings. IHe- 
gal? Of course it was! It must forever be 
egal to do anything contrary to the wishes 
of such a lovely creature, Who or what was 
this abominable Mrs. Cary, that she should 
dare to lock her door jn such a face as I saw 
befure me? What a vile wretch must that 
husband be who could “circulate reports” 
about the fairest and most modest of her cex ? 
T was instantly convinced that between those 
two unprincipled brutes, the boarding-house 
woman and the discarded husband, there 
must be a plot to destroy this innocent and 
unprotected loveliness. 

Reader, allow me to inform you at the on- 
set, without any further ceremony or circum- 
locution, that I was an ass on that occasion. 
Don Quisote could not have drawn his sword 
with less hesitation, than I fired up with on 
listening to this fair lady’s woes. Confound 
the headache! Who cares for it? I was up 
and doing. I went here and there, and got 
people to swear that Mrs. Salome was a mir- 
acle of virtue, and dignity, and piety, and 
what not. L rushed off to a most respectable 
woman, poor old Mrs. Ganby, with whom I 
used to board years ago, and got her to give 
up one of her pleasantest chambers to my 
client. 1 got myself ready at all points, and 
amugeled my ease in in the place of one 
which I had meant to try first. The names 
of the litigants in both cases were similar, 
and I had only to tell the clerk that he had 
made a mistake in the spelling, 

To be sure, 1 had some few headflaws in 
my course; but what did that signify? Mere- 
ly that we are on the earth, and not in heay- 
en. And did I not know how ceusorious and 
suspicious the world is? Of course I did. 
What was it to the point that some of the 
persons whom I asked to testify for Mrs, 
Salome raised their eyebrows, and sald-they 
were afraid they might damage my case? 
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What did T care that old Dobs satd she tried 
to captivate his son, a youngster five years 
younger than herself, or that Ma’am Boggs 
said the “critter” boarded with her once, 
and did various little naughty things which I 
scorn to name? What could Texpect of such 
canaille but barking and snapping? I was a 
little annoyed at Mrs. Ganby, Town, when I 
found lgr so cool about taking the lonely 
crsabacee tit asking so many questions about 
her. 

“J did think that you would be glad to 
assist any one who is traduced,” I said, re- 
proachfally, 

“Bat, my dear boy,” said the good soul 
(she always calls me “ dear boy”), “I like to 
know if the person és traduced or traducing. 
Allis not gold that glitters. Besides, lama 
poor woman with house rent to pay, and a 
respectable name to keep up, and I like to 
sec my way. I want to know if this beauti- 
ful unfortanate ean pay her board. T can’t 
afford to give it to her” 

“74 answer for that!” [saitd, hastily. “If 
Mrs, Salome doesn't pay you, 1 will, And if 
she misbehaves, you can turn her out of 
doors.” 

Of course the gaod soul gave ins and my 
lady was forthwith fustalled in her new 
quarters. “Ganby has but to see her, and 
De her friend at once,” I thought, and fully 
expected to be overwhelmed with praises of 
my new friend by my eld one the next time 
Twent there. T wasn't, though, Mrs. Ganby 
merely primmed up ber moath, and said she 
had nothing to say against Mrs, Salome yet; 
with an emphasis on the two words, as though 
she would intimate that she had nothing to 
say for her now, and might at some future 
time have something to say against her. 
Woten are so confoundedly bitter and preju- 
dived, 

Well, my case came on and passed. T may 
as well own that I lost it. Perhaps I hurried 
it up tao much, and my “ cloud of witnesses,” 
whieh were meant to discharge hail and thun- 
der on the defendant’s party, rather obscured 
my own side of the house, No matter what 
it was. My fair client, though she evidently 
took his honor’s heart by storm, had to sub- 
mit to the contumely that had been put upon 
her, and go out of the court-room unrighted, 
Not thatalone, The defendant’s counsel had 
evidently got hold of a great many little sto- 
ries, and though now T see he used them 
sparingly, I then thought him a base villain, 
and a maligner of innocence. 


J didn’t want to hurt the pretty creature, 
Arnold,” he protested tome, “Tonly brought 
in such little things as were necessary to clear 
my client. Why, I had a dozen other wit- 
nesses who could have pulled her into pieces 
and chewed her up, as the dogs did Jezebel, 
But I ouly gave little pats, to save ny own.” 

Lt was all no use for him to talk, I turned 
my back on Stokes, and didn’t speak to him 
for six months. 

T don't like to repeat their slanders, but the 
Cary woman did seem to prove that she had 
given her boarder a month's notice, and could 
get ril of her only by force. She did seem to 
prove that Mrs. Salome sat up very late at 
night with one of the gentleman boarders, 
and was in the habit of receiving attentions 
from others, which a woman with a husband, 
even a discarded one, is not generally allow- 
ed. She certainly proved that Mrs. Salome 
was out so much to theatre and operas that 
some one was disturbed from slumber five 
nights out of a week to let her in, and that 
she was very careless about paytng her wash- 
ing bill, But, L repeat, what did all that sig- 
nify? Merely that my lovely client had a 
trusting disposition, that she liked music and 
histrionie display, and that she was some- 
times a little forgetful of Mrs. O'Dowd and 
her interesting family. 

Mrs. Ganby looked more glim than ever 
when I went there the evening after the trial, 
and still more glum yet when Mrs, Salome 
asked me to come to her room, instead of 
ineeting me in the parlor, 

“JT did not feel able to go down,” sighed 
the swect ereature, wiping her eyes. “I 
could not bear to display my feelings befure 
those people.” 

Tow lovely she was! Tler fine form) array- 
ed in a belted wrapper which flowed in loose 
graceful folds about her, her shining hair 
half slipping out. of its coils, her blue eyes 
hhuinid and tender! IT was ready to do battle 
with any number of enemies, for her sake. 
And, of course, since [had failed to win her 
case, I must try to console her for that. 

We had along and confidential interview, 
at which was a great deal of weeping and 
sighing. Mrs, Salome went over all the sto- 
rics that had been brought up in court about 
her, and explained them all, covering herself 
with glory in each one, and proving clearly 
that her enemies were a vile pack of slan- 
derers. But to see how she forgave them! 
Having told how vile they were, she clasped 
her fair hands, and vowed that, notwithstand- 
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ing all the injuries they had heaped upon 
her, she wouldn't, on any account, harin a 
hair of all their heads, It never occurred to 
me til about five years afterwards, to think 
that this heavenly forgiveness was rather in- 
consistent with the blackening she had just 
given them, and that such piety should have 
begun to work before she had given me the 
worst possible opinion of about a score of 
persons, : 

But, when do we think of such things, or 
require consistency in those who please us? 

When I left my fair clicnt that night, pretty 
jate, she accompanied me to the door, gave 
me her band to hold as Jong aa I pleased, 
and drooped her head nearly on my shoulder 
while she faltered out her gratitude for all [ 
had done for her. 

Jt was enchanting. 

Put for all that, [did not go to Ganby’s 
yery soon again, I did not like to trust my- 
self in the society of that sweet and trusting 
woman, since [had not mate up my mind to 
marry her. I aduired, F adored, I was ready 
to fight for her; bat I was not sure that £ 
was quite ready to marry her—yet. T wanted 
time to think of it, as the Jadies say, And if 
I trusted myself in her charming society, 
there was danger that 1 should commit my- 
self, without taking time to think of anything, 
J found it would be easy to commit myself 
to Mrs. Salome—she was such a trusting 
creature, 

One other reason why I did not go up was, 
because I couldn't, being out of town on 
pusiness for neany a fortnight. When I 
came back, wonderful changes had taken 
place at Ganby’s. The good o!d soul had 
received a sudden stummons to go out West, 
toason who had lost his wife, and had sold 
ont her establishment, boarders and all, toa 
Mrs. Bates, @ sharp driving widow, whe got 
the business ata bargain. The only woman 
in the house besides Mrs. Salome didn’t like 
Mrs. Bates, and left when she came. The 
gentlemen, chiefly young clerks and book- 
keepers, stayed. 

“T like Mrs. Bates very much,” Mrs, Salome 
said, when J went up to see her. “She is far 
more agreeable than Ganby,” 

Tstill kept my prudence; but I couldn’t 
help taking the Jady out to the theatre and 
opera, once ina while. She was so fond of 
going, and spoke of it so frankly, And cer- 
tainly she was very much admired, 

“Who was that beautiful woman I saw 
with you ot the opera last night?” asked Mrs. 


Superfine Clarenee, one morning when I 
went to ask news of Ned her son, then 
making the grand tour, 

“Mrs, Salome,” Lanswered, “a client of 
mine.” 

Tfer countenance changed instantly. “Not 
Bertha Salome!” she cried out, turving very 
red, and drawing her dress away from meas 
if I had been poison. 

“J believe her name is Bertha,’ I said, 
feeling myself color slightly and grow tneasy. 

“And you come here to see me!” the jadly 
cried, starting tragteally out of her chair. 
“You come to tuk to me, after going about 
in public with that woman !?? 

“My dear Mrs. Clarenee, T don't in the 
least know what you mean,’ I said. “Pray 
explain. My acquaintance with the lady is 
slight, and was at first purely professional. 
Then she boarded with a (riend of nine I 
know nothing against her.” 

Mrs. Clarence looked at me doubtfully, then 
sank into her chair again. She knew me, and 
Thad always told her the truth. 

“You pretend to say that you know noth- 
ing against that creature!’ she exclaimed. 
©“ Where did you pick her up? Where can you 
have been, never to have heard anything?” 

I immediately told the lady the whole 
story of my acquaintance with Mrs. Salome, 
leaving out all 1 could that was disagreeable, 
and presenting my client in as lovely and 
respectable a light as possible, 

“ Yort great baby, you have been taken in,” 
she said, with a bitter Jaugh, when T had 
ended, “She ia injured innocence, is she? 
She is a sweet woman, is she? She is mod- 
est and trusting? haf hal? 

And Mrs. Clarence laughed in seorn, and 
then flounced out of her chair anid into it 
again, crying, “You men are fools! I have 
No patienee with you!” 

“Po tell me!” I said, beginning to feel 
alittle flat; for Mrs. Clarence knows what 
she is about, and fs a woman of senses not 
one likely to fly out for nothing. 

“You don’t deserve it,” she said, shortly; 
“but E will tell you. 1 dare say you wont 
believe a word. Ned wouldn't. Wait tit 
tell Betty not to let any one else in.” 

While the lady went to sce that we should 
not be interrupted, I began to think on that 
text “Ned wouldn’t;” and to recollect a story 
of Ned Clarence, a lad of twenty, who got 
into the hands of a woman of thirty, and 
came out rather the worse for wear, his 
pocket fairly picked. The fellow had fought 
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his family on account of the charmer, who, I 
recollected, was a married woman; and he 
had vowed that if she would get divorced, he 
would marry her. His mother boxed his ears, 
and had hysterics, and his father threatened 
to horsewhip him; but to no effect. Finally 
Clarence senior went to see if he couldn't buy 
the woman off, and induce her to let his son 
go, and sueceeded so well that not only was 
Ned frantic, but his mother also, And it had 
taken no little generalship on the part of his 
wife to rescue him from the web into which 
he had fallen while striving to extricate his 
son. 

“Tt cannot be the same one!” I said, to 
Mrs. Clarence when she came back. 

“Then you know the story?” she said. 
“Of course it’s the same one! I wonder I 
hadw’t known her, for L have heard her de- 
scribed, and seen a photograph of her. My 
husband had oue in his breast-pocket,” she 
said, bitterly. 

Then she told me the whole story of which 
L have given the reader the outlines, and a 
precious story it was. But P’m not going to 
tell it again. 

I went to my office and entertained myself 
with swearing at women in general, and Mrs. 
Salome in particular, and ended by swearing 
atinyself, I had been a fool, Hadn't I seen 
enough of the world to know there was some- 
thing out of the way when I saw one of those 
sweet abused females who at thirty-five or 
thereabouts are as innocent aud trustful as 
babies? When evening came, [ went up to 
Mrs. Bates. Iam not naturally harsh with 
women, but I was feeling so savage at having 
made a spectacle of myself with that woman, 
that I wanted to seo how sho would take a 
little hiut. 

“Are you going up, sir?” smirked the 
servant-girl, seeing me hesitate in the entry. 

“Ts there any one in the parlor?” I asked, 
scowling at her. 

“Yessir, The young men are there, and 
Mrs. Bates. They are playing euchre.” 

T turned my back on her and walked up 
stairs, wondering what she was grinning at, 
aud knocked at Mrs, Salome’s door, Present- 
ly she opened it herself, but appeared con- 
fused al sight of me, and instead of asking 
me in, stepped out into the entry, and drew 
the door to after her, “I will go down 
stairs,” she said. 

But through a crack of the door Thad seen 
a gentleman sitting on the sofa, and that 
gentleman was Mr. Superfine Clarence. 


“You needn't go down,” I sald. “Pray 
don't trouble yourself, or neglect My. Clarenve, 
I have but a word to say. Mrs. Clarence 
wishes to call and see Mrs, Bates to-morrow, 
and she may ask for you. ‘That is all.” 

Her face flamed up, her eyes flashed out, 
but she said not a word; and I went down 
and left her standing there. 

“Tow many times las Mr, Clarence been 
here, Betty?” Lasked the girl, who was still 
in the entry. 

“his is the first time,” she said. “Mrs, 
Salome sent out a note to him this morning, 
and he came to-night.” 

I said no more, but went home. I was 
willing to give her till the next day to get out 
of the house without being sent out. 

1 heard and saw no more till the next 
evening, when a note was brought me from 
Mrs, Bates, requesting me to go up and seo 
her that evening if possible. 

T went up at once, and was taken by the 
lady of the house into her private sitting- 
room, 

“T suppose it is all right,” she said, with a 
troubled face. “But lin a poor woman, and 
can't afford to lose, Mrs. Salome went away 
to-day to New York, without giving me any 
notice, and she owed three months’ board. 
She said that you would pay it.” 

No matter what I said. It wasn’t pretty. 
I suppose I swore a little. 

“Mrs, Ganby told me you were her guar- 
anty,” she said, “1 didn’t care about keeping 
her, and shouldn't but for that.” 

“Good gracious!” I exclaimed. “I was 
guaranty, the greater fool 1! when I first 
brought her here, for a week or so, FT never 
dreamed of being any longer. I supposed sho 
paid regularly. It’s your own fault if you let 
anything run on so. Why in thunder should 
I pay her board ?” 

“Aren't you engaged to her?” demanded 
the landlady, 

I'm afraid I swore again; but I managed to 
say that the woman had a husband, 

The poor thing began to wring her hands. 

“Nearly one hundred and fifty dollars gone 
atonee, Why, she wanted me to wait be- 
cause she and you were going to be married, 
and would then both of you board here, She 
said she was spending all her money now in 
getting her outfit. Shesaid she was divorced 
from her husband.” 

“She wasn’t,” I said. 

“And what in the world were you coming 
to ny house to see her fer, then?” demanded 
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Mrs. Bates, excited la her loss, and wanting 
a scapegoat. 

“7 thought her a proper, agreeable woman 
who had been wronged by society,” I replied, 
quite frankly, “And being an infernal fool, I 
came to pay my respects, and give her the 
pleasure of a little congenial society.” 

‘Mrs, Bates eyed me suspiciously, and with 
growing wrath, 

“How do I know who or what you are?” 
she cried, standing up. “TI believe you are 
no better than you should be. Yowre a 





cheat, and a rascal. Get out of wy house, 
and to-morrow I'l send you an officer that'll 
see what you are.” 

Reader, [ made my way out of that house, 
expecting every moment to be caught by the 
hair. Tdidn’t stop running till L got home 
and into my room, Then I stood one minute 
to collect my wits, and see where I was, then 
I burst into a roar of laughter. The tragedy 
and anger were lost in the ludicrousness, 

I have not beard of Mrs. Salome since 
then, 
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T surrose one, might’ ag wallow t ore 
that ‘Mr: Samuel Sthidetlaid’ was ‘surly. “ Ey-. 
etyboily éalléd ‘him ‘do; ‘and he did not ‘deny 
it.” But then, “he Was. ich‘ arid “1 nioney, like 
chatity, covers “a‘ ihiittitude ‘of sts. “Mr.” 
Sunderland,” however, bad’ not “maltitude * 
of ‘sins’ to déver, Ha was neat, wellbred, | 

" bonest, gentlemanly in ‘his surly’ way, | gave 
away generously whet he chose,’ whiclt was 
not every time he’ Was Asked, by | any, imeans, 
and had‘ many ‘other “positive aud nhegati e 
virtues. But he seidum smiled, ahd. “he ¢ 
not faniey vert Swifling people; ‘he nevér went 












te parties, bills, festivals, or’any sort of gath-- 
ering where people circulate, abditt, though - 





he was fond of lectutes ‘aud “{agtriimenital 
cbneerts; did “had! beén’ aeén “at thie | opeta, 
FMs chief trinte was' a lack of ‘gallantry to the 
ladies. - At ‘ity, or’ néarly that, he was‘un-_ 
married and itnapproactiable: Babies he de" 
tested.’ So that, on‘the’ whole, we i may safely 

own that he was a surly tian. |” 

He was tot“bad Yooklag, thotixh ‘sh reely 











handsome. ‘Indeed, he Tooked like one of _ 


tose’ men ‘who have ‘handsome moods, or* 
rather, it seemed that in his‘ “‘youriger days he 
might hate been ‘one, and got” ‘over it, from 
laek Oftphactice in’ gractoustiess. °°! - 
Mien it was deniules at CHiquot House that” 
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. ~ACRAY. OF. ‘LIGHT: © 
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Mr. ‘Stinderiand, was. coming there t 
it ¢ oceasionsd soine ‘digctission An that refined 
locality. ‘Shula ‘the ladies invite hin to’ 
parlots, oF ‘should they 1 ne 
they inake him tres‘ of the excl 







Stioaia they smile ‘ana, try, to melt rn m, “or 
should’ they ieet his ‘inate ; 
Abové all, stiould they § ‘admit bin to the ta. 
ble" round, ‘that is;'the’ sacred round, table i in 
¥ : 2 a, “where 
these same ‘Olympians’ were won to partake 
of thier’ nect ar ahd aiibrosia, apart, from the 
herd of nied people who1 refreshed, themselves F 
er down, the roptn 2 

‘Some who ‘were | willing, even desirous, to, 
Bay yes to. all ‘the’ ‘other, “propnsals, objected, 
decidedly to “the Tast,, They. would do, any;. 
thing bit eat with the grumpy bachelor, 
This sacred, fable full eee f, gi 




















rT ‘and “Cressus; Mrs. ‘Gardner, sieb, m8 
wile ‘odd, amusing, ‘and 38 cross as an X3 
Mr. ‘and. Mrs. nde a nice young souple; and. 
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This last person had no‘voice in‘the dis- 
cussion, never had a-voice- in any discussion, 
indeed, but she looked-up with a sudden in- 
terest in her brilliant dark ihe wish first 
they began to talk, = © 

“OQ, you needn’t brighten mp: Misa Bel: 
ayes!” Mrs. Gardner said, with a’ sardotiic 
grin. “He’s too old for you, and ‘besides, 
you couldn’tget hin” 

Miss Bellayes reddened, lifted her head 
haughtily, flashed one look’ out’ of her eyes, 
then dropped then, oueh went on: Sac her 
crocheting, 

Mrs. Gardner pushed out: ‘Yer under lip 
slightly at this display of temper in her-com- 


panion; but- took no further notiée ‘of: it: 


“On ‘the whole, lehange my mind all ‘at 
once,” she resumed. “It strikes me suddenly 


that it would be a fine thing to have Mr. 
Sunderland. with-us. “We are all like one, 


and can band against him if he proves dis- 
agreeable. And, don’t you see, if we don’t 
have him, some of the others will, and they 
may flatter and toady him into a lion. It 


would never do to have a lion at’any.other’ 


table. What do you say, Mrs. Atherton ?” 

Mrs. Atherton was languidly dfawing little 
stars on the window-pane with her diamond. 
ring. On being appealed’ to, she turned. 
gracefully about and sailéd across the room: 
towards Mrs. Gardner. She was dressed in, 
black silk, and jooked like a black swan in 
Ber floating motion. 

“T quite agree with you,” she said, in a, 
slightly drawling voice. “We can’ t run the’ 
risk of a division of dignities. if any one of, 
note comes here they are. always pnt at our 
table, and ‘new boarders are always crazy to 
get there. But if Mr. Sunderland should . 
take it into his head to set up another i king-, 
dom, it would diminish our lustre? 

The lady spoke with a perfect gravity 
which had a touch of mocking in it. The 
other locked at her distrastfally, and hesi- 
tated to speak again. At that moment a 
gentleman passed along the hall outside the 
open door, and stopped on seeing the ladies. 
Mrs. Atherton went ‘toward, him with some” 
animation. 

“* Mr, Hamilton,” she said, “ the important 
question is decided, We are ‘going to have 
Mr. Sunderland asked toour tabla, and’ you 
must see'to it right away. Don’t. ‘delay, . 
please; for he is to be hera to dinner. Let 
Mr. Blank place him there as if it Were a, 


inatter of ¢ourse, and not by our invitation, 


If he thought we meant to invite him, he 


might-suspect that-we want td -flatter him.” 
Listening with a smile and a nod now and 

then, Mr: Hamilton ‘looked steadily past-the 
lady before him to the one who sat with her 
work by a distant window. His clear keen’ 
eyes took in every graceful turn of the eles 
gant figure, say the rich braid-of her black 
hair, the beautiful outline of her pignante 
features, saw the very eyelashes, drosping: 
lowly, more lowly, perhaps, since he came. 

‘Sophie Bellayes was the daughter of a rich- 
Southerner who had lost his fortune’ and life’ 
in the War. Left homeless'and without a 
relative, she had, after sufferings which no’ 
one bat héfself knew; been glad to take the 
position of companion to Mrs. Gardner. It, 
was not & pleasant position, but it was-better- 
than no"home. ‘Her employer ‘was often: 
rough aid bitter; ‘but at heart ‘she was kind,- 
and, moreover, generous, 

- “If Sophie: wouldn’t-be so’ proud and re-- 


_ served, I should treat her like my own child,” 


Mrs. “Gardner complained .to Mrs. Clay. 
“ But she is always so dignified and on her 
guatd that it provokes me, It seems as 
though she is every moment expecting me 
to‘slight ‘her ‘in some way, and the tempta- 
tion not to disappoint her is irresistible.” 

“O, ber manner js the hatural result of, 
her position,” Mrs. Clay replied, sweetly. “If 
either of us were reduced to dependence, we 
would feel just so. Besides, you know, Mrs, 
Gardner, there are some people. who do take 
pains to slight her, and ‘whom she has need 
to be on her guard against.” 

The.“ some people” was pronounced with 
an emphasis which showed that particulier 
persons were referred to, and Mrs. Gardner 
understood at once. : 

“My dear,” she said, “ it is plain that Mrs. 


_ Atherton could eat her-up. because she iz 


young and handsome.” . 

“Tf only, Mr. Hamilton—” : 

Mrs, Clay began in a whisper, then stopped, 
For the gentleman in question was sitting 
just outside the window, in the balcony with | 
Mrs. Atherton, and. as if he had. heard his 
name pronounced, he turned his head aud. 
looked into the room, |... ; 

“ Pshaw! he has no such idea,” Mrs. Gard- 
ner said. “I am sure he means to marry 
money, though he-can’t want much more. I : 
think he dislikes her.” - ; 

“But he looks at her so much,” the young 
wife persisted, with hher eyes on the balcony 
window. 

“That may mean disliking as well a8 Tile 
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ing,” was the reply. “And in this casé itis 50.” 

The door opened, and Miss Bellayes.caine 
in, dressed: for dinner. Her dress was sim- 
ple, a “plain black. grenadine, : with folds of 
‘erape, a: string of jet medallions. clasped 
around her neck, and:a natrow band of scar- 
Jet velvet on her hair; but it wasas cheese 
a duchess had entered the room. -: 

“My dear,” Mrs, Gardner whispered, hae 
Tiedly, to her conspanion,:“ I feel like the 
man’ who drew. the Serhan Bhs is too 
grand for me.”: -:' 2 

The balcony being Sectipied ‘on one side 
by a whispering couple, and the bay window 
on the other being similarly filled, Miss Bell- 
ayes stopped at the only convenient place, 
the centre-table, which was:midway between 
the two groups, and:in fall sight of both. |. 

Mrs, Atherton had. not been very well sat- 
isfied with the devotion of her galfant.. Sha 
was a person who required: undivided atten- 
tion, and the fréquent glances. he ‘cast into 
the parlor, even. while’she was saying tha 
wittiest and most beautiful: things, was any- 
thing but flattering... Suddenly she saw his 
eyes sparkle, and knew. aby: them ithe Miss 
Bellayes had appear ed. 

It was very pesmi to be eoadtanily 
outshone by a person in that position. Mrs, 
Atherton denoted her annoyance by showing 


that she noticed its cause. She stupped fy - 


what she was saying, as abruptly. as‘if: that 
Sparkle of the eyes ‘had-been an interrupting 
word, turned her:-head to follow his glance, 
- then looked significantly back to him. - f 

“Miss Bellayes has a very queenly air,? 
he said, coolly. “ I like to watch her.* 

Mrs. Atherton rose with an exaggerated 
air of languid Inditfesence, and slowly pushed 
behind: her the rich folds of her dress. 

“Don’t let: me intercept your” admiring 
contemplation,” she said sweetly, and stepped 
through the open window into the parlor. 

The gentleman neither replied nor made 
any effurt to detain her; but a-quiet smile 
showed his appreciation of the scene. 

“Dinner, my’ darling!" said Mr. ES 
voice at the door. ~ 
_ His wife rose smilingly to Join him, followed 
by Mrs. Atherton and Mrs. ‘Gardner. Mri 
Hamilton stepped quiekly into the room,and 
placed himself by Miss Bellayes’s side.: 

“Y wish you would take ny arm down 
stairs,” he said, in a” ‘low voicé. -“ It surely 
would be no: ‘ greater:  condéséension ! than. 
‘you have practised before by. others.” ' 
.: “And set all'the gossips'in thé house talk- 


ing?” ‘she answered, with ‘s half. langh, but 


with 3 slight touch of émbarrassment shown 
‘by her not louking: directly:at him. “As to 
former condescensions, as you please to call 


them, ‘circtimstances alter cases. Whea I 
-was mistress of-the feast, or am invited guest, 


I always went to.dinner. on. a gentleman’s 
arm; but—” a sigh finished the sentence. 

They were going thtough a long corridor, 
and for a moment a-turn in it hid the two 
from those-who.preceded them. Mr. Hamil - 
ton bent quickly toward the lady and took 
her hand. “If you would be-the mistress of 
my feasts, Miss Bellayes!” -he whispered. 

“No sir. Lhave already told you so,” sha 
answered, snatching ‘her hand away: from 
him. But her smooth: cheeks were dyed a 
deep crimson, and -téars filled her eyes. Only 
for a moment, though. . Miss Ballayes had 
been too much. accustomed to the self-com- 
mand which pose ‘fequitad’ to be tong 
disturbed. 

The ‘tables mee all ocenpied when oar lit- 

tle company entered the diaing-hall, and-at 
theirsacred corner: table. sat a gentleinag 
tranquilly taking his soup.. A middle-aged, 
cr rather, elderly géntleman. this was, with 
gray hair. and. mustacke, -a ‘calm, somewhat 
cold face, and the most immaculate linen. 
: He’ qguietly-wiped his- mouth, when it be- 
eame evident: that the table was. invested, 
rose slowly, bowed: in a comprehensive man- 
ner, without looking at any:orie, seated: him 
self, and looked: to see who his eompany 
night. be; - The first person liis-eyes ‘fell upars 
was Miss Bellayes, who’ stood directly oppo: 
site him, lookiig. at him-with an expression 
of earnest: autereet, wie was . eydenty 
kindly. : . 

- Mr Sanderland’s. cise Tose.as he sat stars 
ing at her. Hers brightened ‘alittle, and a 
faint smile touched ‘her lips. She dropped 
her eyes fmediately: bowed : cand took her 
seat! a 

Mr Sandertand recovered’ himself, and: 
swept.a quick glance over the others, recog- 
nizing tlie gentlemen. 

" “Tam afmid:1 intrude on sceivati party” 
he‘said; after the: usual civilities and intro- 
ductions had-been gotover. “ Bue fie ings 
lord put ine hare,”= stage” 

‘They immediately - aka him. He 
was to‘be quite at home, they told him. > + 

“Tt is what I-wish,” the.:gentleman re- 
plied, with 4 certain coldness. :“ One goes: 
to ahotel for aed Seen be pate ies 
and.at home.” : 
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* Having said this, he again addressed ‘him- 
self to his:dinner; and whén :it was over, left 
the ‘table with EPORS but no excuses. to the 
company. 

- 4We have made a ‘eaintake; is said Mrs, 
Gardner, the moment:he was out of hearing. 
“He thinks we Want him.” &. : 


: Ie 

- Tas Tuesday. evening -eoncerts in the 
square:in front of Cliquot House were. always 
a pretext for everybody to:visit there who 
possibly.could. Consequently, thd ‘lady board- 
ers had receptions-on those nights, and filled 
their rooms with friends. who considered the 
music a sufficient entertainment, without 
asking for-supper. On. these occasions Mrs, 
Gardner.could dispense with the attendance 
of her companion, and Mise Bellayes usually 
Hstened to the band from the. window of her 
own chamber, with what enjoyment in the 
solitary amusement no Gne evér-asked her. 
:.@She might have a-pleasant evening in tha 
parlors, if she would only make herself: agreds 
able?’ Mrs. Gardner Somplaineds: e But 
Sophie does like-to sulk.”- 7 

: Some -people: have a: great fashion of won- 
dering. that others dd not take pains to make 
themselves:agreeable, without: considering: at 
all the circumstancas, ‘There are times.aud 
eonditions wheu.to make the effort would 
require little short of perfect saintliness, 
~:Onthe Tuesday evening following the.ad- 
vent of Mr. Sunderland, Miss Bellayes leaned 
from het.window, and appeared to be listen- 
ing to the band; but in reality, she heard 
Hot one-nete of. ‘the music.. Her: thoughts 
were busy with her own affairs. What ‘a 
wretched week it had’ beeti! . It was-impos- 
able for her. to contemplate. passing many 
more such.. Even tothink-of one more made 
her shriok,..-O,.to be away. where she could 
hide her poverty in privacy, and not,;.be 
Obliged, as now; to-parade it before the crowd 
every day! _There-might be. sewing, copying, 
teaching, she scarcely knew what, that she 
could do for certain ‘hours, :then go toher 
own ‘room, and .however poor it: ‘might be, 
have no one there to molest her. - 2: 

She thonght it all over ‘again 3. the covert 
inkolence of} Mrs, Atherton, mmeetizig hervat 
every step with come hurt: which. she,could 
hot retaliate upon: nor.escape., She had- got 
to dread. that woman’s smiling face and ‘ecol 
ways...Then Mrs, Gardner’s coarse alterna- 

_ tions of roughness aud kindness had become 


‘unbearable: . That lady'had. not. scrupled to 
‘tell-her that: it woulid.:be' better to muke up 
her mind to-her position, and forget the: past; 
to recollect -that: she was poor, arid must be 
‘obsctire, and not fret: uselessly.- “ Your only 
-chance to retrieve your position: is, of course, 
‘by. a wealthy marriage?’ ‘Mrs. Gardner had 
said. “ But you can only succeed in that by 
‘wearing a smiling face.” That:she, who had 
always treated others. with such scrupulous 
delicacy, and been herself admired, and flat- 
tered, and sought for, should ‘have to listen 
thsuch coarse “admonitions, was: like death 
to this girl, Then there was-Chester Hamil: 
ton. She had refused him, -and. she would 
stand by that refusal. Perhaps, if.he had not 
asked her in such haste, just when -Mrs. 
Gardner had first begun;.to warn her not to 
compromise herself -by letting people say that 
she was trying to please him, perlraps, if he 
had come.to her on equal terms, and offered 
his home. and protection when she. could 
choose between his.and others, perhaps, if— 
but no! she did: not: and would not care for 
him....She wonld;.not- go as a pauper to any 
man’s house, dad:she would not retract a re- 
jection, But it was dreadful,.this Tantalus 
wealth and. dignity “hanging just where it 
seemed she could take it if she would. It 
was so hard, that, thinking of it, Miss Bellayes 
turned quite -white in the moonlight, and 
moaned faintly as.she leaned over the-win- 
dow-sill, and tried ‘to. listen to the. music. 
But the straius of the waltz the band were 
playing. brought up memories in cruel cone . 
trast with her present life, gay times in pros-— 
perous days, when: just: such strains had 
tesounded in ber own home, or in stately man- 
sions where she had been an honored guest, 
Impatiently she flung this:aside, and gladly 
turned her-thoughts toward. a subject which 
Possessed fr. her a strange interest, yet was 
not- really painful. She hada little-romance 
eonnected with Mr, Sunderland, which no 
one of the others: knew, periiaps which he 
was not himself aware of When her mother 
was a.young: girl, she had visited the North, 
and while there, had become acquainted with 
Mr. Sunderland, and captivated him without 
meaning to, .Ail -she:could do when he pro- 
posed to her was..to express her-recret and 
gratitude, and. beg him to forgive her for any 
involuntary encouragement which she might 
have given. Sheswas already engaged, and 
soon. to be, married. The lover, more generé 
ous than most, had remained her friend, and 
exonerated: her from all blame. When she 
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returned home, he had begged her acceptance; 
of a sift.from him, a wedding-gift, he -called- 
it, and as such she tock what otherwise’she: 
could but have-refused....Sophie Bellayes had. 
saved this gift, amanga few articles, froin the: 


wreck.of her fortunes. It was.a cross of pur- 
ple enamel, so. syrrounded by. golden rays 


that the general outline was nearly that of.a: 


Star, and in the-centre was a large diamond 
of extraordinary purity and lustre... . 


“I do-not know, whether he is living or 
dead,” the mother. had said, while relating: 
“ tT: 


this early remance to. her: daughter. - 
have never seen nor-heard from him since I 


was married.. It is probable that I might at: 


some time; if he had known my name.. But 
your father’s.name having been.changed, Mr. 


Sunderlaud would scarcely have persia how: 


to trace me if he had wished.”. i 
Mr. Bellayes-had taken the name with the 


Property ofan uncle shortly after his marriage. 


Meantime, in the window of the smoking- 
room below gat: Mr. Sunderland! :and:: Mr. 
Hamilton, each: with: 4 cigar in his mouth. 
They had been. in the balcony with. the la- 
dies, but, finding. themselves.in-an unsacial- 
mood, for some reason, had qaleuy deserted, 
the younger man -first. 

“You here!” exclaimed the elder, Pee 

. him shortly. after. * 

“Yes, I felt like holding my tongne.” : 

“ Precisely,’ responded the other, and took 
the vacant chair near him. . 

Forsome time they both held their ineads 

Without let or hindrance, then Mr. Sunder- 
land-asked, abruptly; “ Whois that Migs Bell- 
ayes with Mrs. Gardner?” ae 
. “A Southers: girl: who lost everything by 
the war.. Sho is Mrs. Gardner’s companion, 
and Mrs. Atherton’s butt. I believe.she has 
no friends anywhere.” 

There was silence again after this eompre- 
hensive description, then Mr. Sunderland re- 
marked, between two whiffs of his.cigar, “I 
asked because she looks remarkably like a 
Southern girl I knew years aga.. She inight 
be her daughter, but the name is not the 
saine.” 


By-and-by, when they went tojoin the ladies: 


again, each one understood that the other 
went with the hope of finding Miss Bellayes 


among thecompany. But she was not there.. 


“Where did you come across Miss Bell- 
ayes?” Mr. Sunderland asked,of Mrs. Gard- 
ner, after allowing her to tallx to him a while 
uninterrnptedly. 

“She was recommended to me by a friend,” 


the lady-replied, coldly. She considered any 
sperial, interest. taken;in cher. companion te. 
be an offence to herself . : i 

“Can you tell ma. whias. her father’s bame 
was?” the questioner continued. . 

: The lady. hesitated. whether to gratify ne : 
curiosity, but concluded to do.so. “ He was 
James Carleton: Bellayes of New Orleans.” 

Mr. Sunderland mused. James Carleton. 
Bellayes .was.a name :known to him. The: 
gentleman.:.was,.as he had known him,.a- 
bachelor uncle of. tha one Bis lady-love.sas 
to. marry. “He,must have married .after- 
that, and this is.his daughter,” he thought. . 

“I have a mind to get rid of her,” Mrs, 
Gardner thought, angrily, as Mr. Sunderland, 
took his leave, “I am:jike. Mr. Pettigrew’s 
wife’s husband.: It seems:to me that no-oue; 
has. noticed. me Ane season. ceeeceDE on ‘ner, 
account,” Be OY cae 








ry OL . ry . ° - 

THE next morning Miss Bellayes did.not 
come.down.tq breakfast. No, one: asked auy: 
questions at the table; but when the ladies 
were in Mrs, Gardner’s: parlor, she did not 
wait for questions. 

“T and Miss Bellayes, have quaceciied fin- 
ally,” she _,said, with some, excitement. “I 
am rather sorry; but she need not have been 
so touehy...-I. was a little ‘out of. sorts. this 
morning; and Nannette was clumsy with my 


- hair. So I sent in for Miss Bellayes to come. 


aud do it for me. In 2 minute she appeared. 
at my.door, in: her- wrapper, and . Just; eokea 
and said what.I wanted. You should ave 
seen-her! If I had asked. Queen, Victoria. to. 
dress.ine, she could not. have looked more ass 
tonished or indignant. £ ! Why, I never in my, 


1 answered. ‘And thi is a good tins for; 
you to begin hair-dressing.’ If Thad thought, 
of her. getting.in such.a. fume. about it T 
would have asked differently, : or not at all. 
Bat, dear me! I am not.used to great ladies, 
especially to hiring them at so much a year. 
She drew herself up, and her face turned per- 
fectly crimson. ‘I have not hired asa lady’s. _ 
inaid” she said;- and scarcely were the words 

out of her mouth before she burst out erying 
as if she would break her heart. I followeil. 
her into her chamber, and tried to coax and 
scold her; but she wouldn’t hear a word. 
She is going away in a week. . Meantime, 
she is a boarder here, as: we are,. and po 
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longer my companion. I suppose she means 
to find employment -during that week. But 
it isn’t so easy as she imagines.” 

‘ Mrs. Clay rose indignaitly. “Miss Bell- 
ayes shall be my guest as long as she chooses 
to stay,” she said, and went out of the rooin. 

‘She found her friend studying advertise- 
Ments, with a pile of newspapers about her. 
Sophie looked up with heavy eyes, but tried 
tosmile. “I see you: know: all,”-she said, 
ba ‘and so will understand what I-am doing.” 

"The two had a long conversation, and for 
the first time since her bereavement, Sophie 
Bellayes felt that she had a teal friend. She 
Poured out all her story,‘her former wealth 
and ease, her trials, losses, mortifications, all 
the bitter loneliness she had suffered as Mre. 
Gardner's companion, She told everything 
of her circumstances and prospects, and wil- 
lingly accepted Mrs. Clay’s offer of belp. 

“J know you will give it kindly,” she said, 
with tearful eyes. “And you need not be 
ashamed of recommending me, Any one, 
however high, may meet with misfortune. 
Bat, recollect, I am to pay for everything. 
If I cannot pay all my board till I get em- 
ployment, { will pay it when I can. It will 
be enough for me to have your kindness,” * 

That afternoon, when Miss ‘Bellayes went 
to the dinner table, the gentlemen perceived 
at-onee that something was the matter. Her 


bow to Mrs, Gardner and Mrs. Atherton 


showed that she had not seen those ladies 
fr the day, and their manner ‘toward her 
was both ceremonious and embarrassed. Be- 


sides, she was very pale, though smiling, and’ 


her eyes had not yet lost the traces of her 
morning's weeping. Moreover, she had left 
of her mourning, though she wore biack, 
and her ‘simple toilet.was ligHted up: ‘by an 
ornament which dazzled thé ladies, and riv- 
eted the eyes of Mr. Sunderland. On her 
bosom, and fully set off by the black velvet 
ribbon against which it rested, hung a cross 
of purple enamel with gold rays, and a won- 
derfal diamond blazing in the centre, A ray 
of light seemed to dart from it across the ta- 
Die, and to rebound into the wearer's heart. 
For as she met the startled: questioning gaze 
. Of Mr, Sunderland’s eyes, Sophie Bellayes’s 

face brightened, and she gavehima fleet smile. 

He tried to look away, tried to eat his din- 
ner, but in vain, -Finally be ceased trying, 
and laid down his knife and fork. 

“ May L ask, Miss Bellayes, where you got 
that diamond cross?” he inquired. 

“ Certainly, sir!” with the most charming 


politeness, which instantly changed to an 
earnestly'‘kind manner, when’ she saw how 
his face changed.. “It was-a wedding pres- 


-ent to my mother, Sophie Marsh, from one of 


her‘dearest friends, It-was her favorite or- 
nament, and when I lost everything else, I 
preserved this for her ae as she had done 
for his.” . 

' Mr. Sunderland’s eyes dropped. For an: 
instant he: sat perfectly still, then he took 
his glass of ice-water and drank. He seemed 

to be overcome for a moment, but controlled 
himself tobe quiet. ' Mrs. Clay made a diver- 
sion by beginning ‘a lively conversation with 
her husband and Mr. Hamilton. Miss Bell- 
ayes, astonished by the effect-of' her words, 
could not speak... This man had, then, loved 
her mother deeply; perhaps had Temalned 
unmarried for lier sake. 

He sat a moment silent, without tasting of 
his dinner, then got up quietly, bowed and 
left the tabie. 

- When the others rose, Mr. Hamilton fol- 
lowed Miss Bellayes up to Mrs. Clay’s parlor, 
that lady taking occasion to go elsewhere 
with ber husband. Rephie looked Fond for 
her friend. 

“Where is Anne?” she asked, rather hast- 
ily, seeing by Mr. Hamilion’s face that hewas 
not likely to prove a very ceremonious com- 
pauion. 

He paid no attention to the question, but 
shut the door after them, and went directly 
to the centre-table where the lady stood. 

- “Sophie, I can’t submit to be puit off any 
longer!” he exclaimed. “Pardon me, if lam 
abrapt. Iam too mach moved, too mach in 
earnest for ceremony, perhaps for politeness, 
Mrs. Clay has been telling me abont your 
break with Mrs. Gardner, and your intention 
of going away from here. Don’t go, I beg of 
you! Orif you must go, let it be to come 
back again soon.as my wife. You know how 
Tlove you. It is true you have refused me, 
but I could not believe that you really mean 
it, don’t mean to presume, Sophie, but I 
cannot give up all hope.” : 

He stopped, as if out of breath, and stood 
looking at her with eyes under which her 
own sank. A momentary faintness seized 
her, and she dropped into’a chair, There’ 
was something in this man’s. look so strong. 
and compelling, perhaps some. weakness in 
herself, too, theugh that she would not own.: 

But at some half-stifled exclamation from - 
him, of suspense or of doubtfal triumph, she 
regained her self-possession at once. 
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“T have but one_reply to make,” she said 
in a low roice, without looking up,“ “and itis 
the same I made. before.” ;. 

There was a brief pause, during which 
Sophie sat apparenily,.calm, and with her 
eyes downcast. Then, without a word, her 
companion turned from her and. left the 
room. How he looked, whether grieved, an- 
gry or indifferent, she could not tell; for she 
did not raise her eyes till. she heard his,step 
die away along the corridor... They, looking 
eagerly towards the:door,.as jf he might-stiil 
be there, and with a gesture, as if. she would 
have called him back, she saw Mr, Sunder- 
land standing on the threshold and looking 
at her earnestly, 

“If you are not engaged, I would like to 
see you,” he said, taking a step into the room. 
. Sophie rose in some agitation to receive 
him. Here at last was a friend! She. could 
see that in his face. Here was one. whose 
interest in her would be something more 
than that of.any new melunintaaes, how- 
ever kind.” 

The gentleman seemed to take her’ silence 
for consent, for he came in, looked at her, 
hesitated one instant, thea shut the door 
and went to her quickly. “How is it that 
your name is Bellayes?” he asked. | 
. “My father’s uncle died just before mam- 
ma was married, and left his name and pros 
pects together. And, O Mr. Sunderland, ’m 
80 glad to see you! Mamma told me of you, 
and you seem like one who belongs to me. 
Lhave been so lonesome!’ She struggled a 
little to calm herself, failed, and burst into 
tears. 

Among the many excellent qualities of 
Mrs. Gardner was ai inveterate curiosity. 
From her room she had seen Mr. Hamilton. 
pass from Mrs-Clay’s with the unmistakable 
air of a rejected lover, and had seen Mr. Sun- 
derland going towards the room. What 
could be to pay? Was it possible that both 
these men were real lovers of that girl? She 
could not restrain herself, She must know 
what it meant.. What so easy as to go and 
try to make up with Sophie? 

No sooner said than done. Mrs. Gardner 
knocked quite softly at the door, sure that 
no one heard her, chose io imagine that she 
heard some one bid her enter, and conse- 
quently obeyed the summons, Whaf she 
saw there made her stop abruptly on the 
threshold, then retire without delay. ° 

Going back to her own room, she -found 
Mrs. Athertou there. 


“.Why,..you,Jook; as if you had:seen a 
‘ghost I”. that lady exclaimed. 

“T could not be more astonished if 1 ‘had 
‘seepa ghost!” she gasped. “1: have seen 
Me. Sunderland kissing Miss Bellayes!” - 

. Mrs. Atherton stared... 

- .“ Yea, he sat: beside her, her face, was hid 
den in her bands, as if she were- crying, his 
stm was.half round her, and just as I looked 
in he,kissed her—well, half on the forehead 
and.half on the -hair. It is Precisely as I 
tell you.” | 

. It is needless to. aay ‘that before morning 
-it was all over Cligaot House that Mr. San- 
derland was engaged .to:the beautiful Miss 
Bellayes after only..a. week's. acquaintance, 
and that they were going-to be married -di- 

rectly. Nor did the manuer of the two render 
the story. improbable. The. bachelor seemed 
to have a new. lease of life. . His: face was 
bright and smiling, and when Sophie ap- 
peared in the breakfast-room, he rose im- 
mediately to:meet.her, and she blashingly 
offered him hér hand, Nearly all-his conver- 
sation was addressed to.-her, and he seemed 
unable to take his eyes.from her, 

“The old fool?’ exclaimed Mrs... Gardner, 
when she reached her own room. “ For an 
idiot, commend me;to an old man in love. 
And I must say that Sophie carries it,.off 
pretty well... But then, she is pleased with 
the money,” 

oe ‘that day. Miss Bellayes saw 7 nothing. of 

x. Hamilton. He was not at breakfast or 
diate and he did not appear in the evening, 
She grew a little anxious looking for, him, 


and, in spite of her new happiness, -went to © 


bed that night with an uneasy heart.. When 
she went to breakfast. the next morning, he 
was not at the table. What did he mean? 
Had she. banished: him. quite? Her spirits 
fell, and she conld scarcely join in. the. gay 
talk about her. When. they left the table, 
she got rid of the others as soon as possible. 
She wanted to be alone. 

: Walking slowly up and. down a side corri- 
dor that.ended in a .window,.she. presently 
heard a step coming down. that made her 
heart beat. She had always noticed. that 
light quick step of his. He would pass -the 
end of the corridor, and unless she were go- 
ing towards him, would perhaps not see her. 
How she wished that she. could go fearlessly 
to meet him. The: step came nearer. She 
was standing by the window, and, if she 
were to gain a kingdom by it, could not even 
have turned round. Would he stop? 
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He did not stop, The: step came ‘near, 
faltered a little; showing that -he-saw her, 
and hesitated, then passed by: ‘Her: heart 
sunk, and tears ‘Sprang’ to her eyes. Why 
could he: not ‘arderstand ‘the - “necessities: ‘Of 
her position, and how: natural’ it wad that 
pride should. have’ prevented: her-from’ tak- 
ing froma young man-whom: she—yes, loved! 
—what'she would take from an old man whom 
she only ‘liked, and whom, moreover, she 
looked on as already a. rélative in some sort, 

She leaned from the open window. and 
locked out. He would.leave the honse by 
the central door, and she should see him 
cross the Square. “There were carriages.pass- 
ing, and-all the outside’city sounds prevented 
her from hearing a voice pronounce her.-name, 
But'the second time.she heard faititly, and 
turned: to see'‘Mr. Hamilton. standing: beside 
her. He had changed his taind, “and come 
back. 

“Thave come to’ say good-by. ‘fora ttle 
while,*-he said; “Iam going to Baltimore 
on business.” 

A deep and sudden plush ‘had dyed ‘hse 
face at the first glimpse of him, arid her eyes 
had brightened beautifully. But when he 
spoke al! that light faded. 

“How long are you io. be gone?” she 
asked, unsteadily. . : 

bot § ‘really : cannot say: with: certainty I 
may be back in a fortnight.” : 

She stood: downeast: ‘and ‘distressed, - ee 
knowing-what to say. He waited a moment, 
then repeated his.- ern and was going 
away. 4 

“© Mrs Hamilton! ?! she exclaimed. 

He turned... 

“fT wish you to cougrathiats meé.on my- 
good fortune in finding a home and a friend 7? 
she said; looking at bins. with ‘tears in -her 
eyes. “You were so-kind andsympathizing; 
that [am sure you will be: pe glad at any -eond 
fortune of mine.” 

“Tf it is a matter of eoberstdialion that a 
young lady should marry a man-old enough to 
be her father, for the sake of money, then I 
offér you my best wishes,” he said, with-an 
air of.pride:that- was uot without disdain. 
“My ideas of such things .are- different. I 
really thought you might prefer I'should not 
speak of it.” 

She stared at him-one -instant: in perfect 
amazement, her color and expression fluctu- 
sted, then, as-if she just escaped bursting 
into tears, she burst into langhter. 

“ Pray stop a moment, Mr. Hamilton; she 


‘begged, when he turned:angrily-away. “Par- 
don-my laughing, but it was really too absurd, 
Did you mean that you think am to” ae 
Mr. Sundérland 23) 2 es 

“Are ‘you Dot ?? he ssid faking a step 
nearer. * i aa 

“* Why, no! “It is: aleainesh He Was'an 
old lover of ‘mamma's, and hé has adopted 
‘me as: his daughter. ‘So-good:of him! My 
‘own father could scarcely: be any kinder.”- 

Mr. Hamilton had -a-valise in «his hand. 
At this explanation ‘he dropped -it;and start- 
ed forward to-take Miss ‘Bellayés’s: hand, his 
face full of a sudden: brightness: But he 
stopped. “It makes‘no difference to me; after 
all,” he muttered, turning away:* 

The élight fingers clung. ever so little to 
his. ““It wiakes a great difference to me,” 
Sophie. said, in an eager trembling voice. 
“For now, if aman I eared for should ask 
me to marry-him, I need not be tov prond to, 
Before this I was tdo poor to-buy - the smmall- 
est wedding outfit. Bat now—? 

“Was that the reason why you refused 
me?? exclaimed Mr, Hamilton. 

is Yes. n 

- When-people are Tapricth say do not say 
mmost,‘and what they ‘do say is not. always 
sublime. The first word Mr. Hamilton saiq 
was,’ Sophie, ed a Break inind not’ “to 
have you!” 

' Wait till you're askea” said: aie : 

- You have used’ me shamefully.”- ‘ 
: - How easy itis for happy’ people ta make 
themselves agreeable! No sign of coldness, 
pride, or distrust remained in -Miss-Bellayes’s 
lovely face. They had all melted away in 
the sunshine that surrounded her. - 

“Such' a parade over- that girl? Mre! 
Gardner-said; ‘but took care not to ‘say it in 
Sophie’s hearing. The finest suite of rooms 
in Cliquot. House-were -refurnistied for ‘her, 
and the two richest men -in‘ the ‘house, her 
adopted father and her lover, vied with each 
other in idolizing her- 

“Now I feel at home,” said Miss Bellayes, 
“And'‘to: think, dear,”—she was talking to 
Mrs. Clay—*“ to think that I-owe it all to you. 
Don’t you see—you: told me to“ wear ‘that 
blessed. diamond cross and see if. it would 
strike‘his attention.: He was going away the 
very next day, says he was tired of Cliquot 
House, and I might never have met him 
again. Bat for that, he would have gone, 
I should have got some sort uf work to do, 
Mr. Hamilton and I’would not have made 
up, and—what would have become of me!?. 
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A REMARKABLE IMPOSTURE. 


BY JAMES FRANKLIN FITTS. 


THE fictitious literature of the day abounds 
in startling transformations and impositions. 
It seems to be almost a necessity to the de- 
velopment of its plots that at least one of its 
characters should play more than 3 ‘single 
part, that its leading gentleman or lady 
should in the last chapter but one turn out 
to’ be an entirely different individual from 
what the too credulous reader has through 
some hundreds of pages been led to suppose, 
and that its villain from beginning to end 
should be credited with an amount of dex- 
terity and plausibility perfectly astounding 
in its immediate results. We are all more or 
less fond of fiction; and because of our par- 
tiality for it we are apt to regard these char- 
acteristics of the modern novel with a com- 
placent charity, which, as I think; is no more 
flattering to our own knowledge of the world. 
and of human nature than to that of the 

‘author. Shortly before putting pen to this 
paragraph, an educated and rather critical 
friend laid down in my presence one of those 
absorbing fictions, the perusal of which he 
had undertaken upon my recommendation, 
with the comment: 


“Well, T've read it. - I find it all. you | rep- 
resented it to be—sparkling, exciting, inter- 


esting; bat it utterly lacks one ree of 


a thoroughly good novel.” 

“Indeed! what is it?” 

“Probability. No unusual fault, to be sure; 
it is the great defect of the fictitions writing 
of this century. And perbaps we shouldn't 
expect such works to hold the mirror up to 
nature; we read-them for diversion, and it 
we are diverted, why, we shall be unreason- 
able to require that their dramatis persona 
be men and women, or that their incidents 


-be such as might well ‘happen to, you and 


me.” 

I took issue with hia quite warmly. and 
in the course of the discussion thay ensuediI 
asserted that during my own life I) had-been 
cognizant of episodes quite as remarkable-as. 
any narrated in the book in question. Being: 
at once challenged to cite one of them, I re~ 
lated the following, of which the book had 
vividly reminded me. Relating it now toa 
larger audience, there will be many in that 
audience who need no proof of this kind to. 
induce a belief in the truth of my position, 
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but who will welcome another apt illustra- 
tion of that adage which makes truth forever 
stranger than fiction. As the facts here nar- 
rated occurred less than a quarter of a cen- 
tury since, they can be confirmed by hun- 
dreds of living witnesses, 

The village in one of the Middle States in 
which my boyhood and early youth were 
passed was and is a quiet agricultural centre 
of about one thousand population. It had 
the usual complement of country stores and 
inns, and a large and imposing academy. In 
the travelling season it was enlivened for an 
hour daily by the transit through its “Main 
Street” (aud what city or village in the 
country has not that stereotyped name ?) of 
passengers from the railroad depot to the 
steamboat; but for the most part it dozed 
amid the great events of the world, apart 
from its excitements and its bustling activity. 
Let it not be understood, however, - that this 
place had nothing in particular to distinguish 
it from the Jonesvilles, Pottstowns and 
Smithburghs, in which those States are pro- 
lific. It was an old and historic place, cele- 
brated in the annals of at least one of our 
Wars; its situation on the bank of & great 
river, nestling under a’ mountainous eleva- 
tion of table-land, was exceptionally roman- 
tic; it was embowered by trees of patriarchal 
growth; and among its people there was a 
goodly” sprinkling of education, refinement 
and wealth, with some old and rather exclu- 
ive families to give a tone to its society. It 
was a place, in short, of such natural beauty 
and rural quiet as to make it the domicile of 
a@ number of that most envied class—they 
who live on the interest of their money. 

In this little community there wére several 
churches; at least two more than could de- 
cently dupport apastor. The largest of these 
Societies, as well as the wealthiest, and one 
second to none in ‘worldly respectability and 
religious character, had parted with its last 
shepherd some months before. A painful 
want of harmony had arisen in this flock; 
schisms had crept $n, several members had 
been expelled, social breaches had’ conse- 
quently occurred, and the society had be- 
come divided, distracted, and powerless to 
accomplish Christian work. The church 
edifice had been permanently closed, and 
there seemed no immediate prospect of better 
things. 

At this juncture a person arrived in the 
village bearing a letter of introduction to 
oue of the deacons, which was duly presented, 


and out of which grew momentons conse- 
quences. 

. The bearer of this letter was a man of 
thitty-five or forty years of age, habited in 
black, but without the conventional white 
neckcloth of the ministry. He wore an 
amount of jewelry upon his person that 
seemed quite unclerical; but his general 
demeanor was grave and deconsus; while his 
manuers and address were those of the most 
courteous refinement. Personally he was 
rather undersized, | quite spare, and with a 
face that at once denoted mental activity. 
It was certainly. an attractive face, set off ax 
it was with curly black hair and whiskers, 
iluminated by a pair-of such brilliant eyes 
as is not often bestowed upon his Sex, and 
embellished by a half-smile that was at once 
winning and. habitual. The outside of this 
man, in short, was decidedly interesting, and 
Provocative of inquiry as to who and what 
he was. Such, at least, was the impression 
made upon the deacon, who politely invited 
his visitor to be seated while he mounted his * 
Spectacles and read the letter. 

The worthy man was instantly filled with 
asense of awe and importance to find him- 
self addressed iji writing as the dear aud re- 
spected brother of a doctor of divinity resi- 
dent of &n-Eastern city, whose name tmay be 
here omitted, but who occupied the very 
highest place i in learning, piety and inflaence 
in this denomination; one of those ‘bright 
and shining lights kiown to all good Chris- 
tians, but whose beamings our good deacon 
had never thought would rest parti¢ularly on 
him. Glancing with pleasure and pride upon 
a religious work by this very doctor that he 
had just been reading, tlie deacon proceeded 
to acquaint himself with the contents of the 
epistle. It was substantially as follows, bar- 
ring date, address dnd subscription: 


“T desire to present to you, in the bearer 
of this, the Rev. Albert Wynne, a clergyman 
of our denomination. For some years past 
in charge of one of the largest of our Eastern 
churches, he has been compelled by ill-health 
and an unfavorable climate to relinquish his 
charge and seek a more congenial atmés- 
phere. His relations with his people were 
sundered with the utmost reluctance upon 
his part, and with the lasting regret of the 
whole society. He is a young man of ex- 
traordinary gifts, and, if Providence shall 
spare his life, will become in a few years a 
priceless treasure to us all, Therefore Iam 
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personally solicitous as to the preservation of 
his health;'and to this end I have recom- 
mended him to seek a charge in some quiet 
locality like yours. “You may secure him for 
a time—and I learn that you are withouta 
pastor—and though his connection with you 
cannot, as you will understand from my pre- 
mises, be lengthy, yet your people have cause 
‘to eregard themselves as fortunate. beyond 
‘other men in securing him at all. One cat- 
tion, however;-I charge you and your co- 
workers, as brethren in Christ, to guard his 
health assiduously. You must see to it that 
he takes sufficient physical exercise, and does 
not injure himself by overwork or study. 

“As Fam about to depart for an extended 
tour of duty at the South, and as the reputa- 
tion of your people and yourself is well known 
to.me, no answer to this will be necessary. 
Ltrast Brother Wynne to you with the as- 
surance that all will be well? 


This lettez, of course, secured the reverend 
gentieman a hearty welcome at the hands of 
the deacon and his family, and he was most 
hospitably entertained. ‘The deacon at once 
obtained the “necessary consent that Mr. 
Wynne might preach the following Sabbath; 
but he was troubled: and vexed to find that 
he could create very little interest in the 
matter among the people. The general feel- 
ing in the society was one of apathy and in- 
difference, which even the letter of this dis- 
tinguished doctor, widely as it was circulated, 
was not powerful enough to remove. The 
good deacon was restless, nervous, almost 
wretched. Notwithstanding his utmost ex- 
ertions to createa furore in favor of the new- 
comer, he was conscious of having failed; 
and on Sunday morning, on the way to the 
place of meeting, he buuglingly stammered 
his fears and excuses to his guest. 

“ Pray den’t be troubled, my dear brother” 
responded Mr. Wynne, with smiling suavity. 
“ Let us see if I canuot advertise myself to 
this people to-day.” 

And ailvertise himself he did, most thor- 
oughly. To the two dozen assembled in tne 
morning he preached such a discourse as the 
old stones of that church had never before 
‘heard. It was fervid, earnest, eloquent, con- 
vincing in argument, powerful in diction, 
and so impressively delivered as to kindle en- 
thusiasm in the dullest of his few hearers. 
The fame of this effort flew over the whole 
village’ during the day, and at night the 
church was crowded with curious listeners, 


The evening's sermon was in no way inferior 
to that of the ‘morning; both the prayer and 
the preaching of’ this man, so different ‘from 
all that these people had been accustomed to, 
wrought’ powerfully upon the minds ‘of ‘all 
present. On the following morning a com- 
mittee waited on Mr. Wynne for the purpose 
of securing him as pastor of the church. 
They found no difficulty in accomplishing 
this object. In answer to the tender of a 
larger salary than the society had ever paid, 
made’ with apologies for its smallness, the 
minister reiterated the reasons which had 
led him to desire-a change of location, as‘ 
expressed in the introductory letter, and cor- 
dially accepted the charge offered him, ex- 
pressing the hope that he might, by the bless- 
ing of God, be permitted to forward his work 
in this place. And he immediately entered 
upon his ministry. 

Ishall not attempt to detail minutely the 
history of Mr. Wynne’s connection with this 
church and people for the next six months. 
Both church and people were taken by storm, 
if I may so phrase it, and surrendered ‘at 
discretion. The new minister was the lion 
of the town, the foremost theme of public 


‘and private conversation, the observed of all 


observers. Everybody was enthusiastic in 


-his praise; all were delighted with him, save 


the elders of other denominations, upon 
whose membership his pastorate threatened 
a heavy draft. His zeal was unbounded, out 
of the pulpit as well as in it. -Not only did 
the fervor and charm of his-preaching fill the 
church twice each Sabbath, thereby greatly 
augmenting its revenue, but his inquiry- 
meetings, earnest and stirring, were largely 
attended, and made important additions to 
the membership. He healed all the social 
differences in his flock; he investigated the 
cases of some who had suffered expulsion, 
proved their errors venial or their penitence 
sincere, and accomplished their restoration; 
he lent his potent: encouragement to aid so- 
cieties, ever dear to the kind hearts of the 
matrons;" he built up the languishing Sab- 
bath school—in fact, he made himself efiect- 
ually useful about everything that concerned | 
the harmony and prosperity of this church 
and society. That he became immensely 


popular follows as a natural consequence 


from the above statements. Aside from the 
high favor that he enjoyed among the mem- 
bership asa talented and devoted minister, 
his fascinating address and brilliant conver- 
sational pewers made him the acknowledged 
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‘leader, the facile ‘princeps of the best society 
of the place. Beyond this.the- young men 
liked him because he was always companion- 
able; the young women (could. it be other- 
wise?) thought him as handsome. as Hamlet 
on the stage, and not unlike that melancholy 
- ‘philosopher, while. many of them sighed se- 
eretly at thought of him, : 
For six months or more all went swim- 
muingly with Mr. Wynne and. his people; and 
as le expressed a warm desire to extend. his 
term of service here indefinitely, there seemed 
a good prospect that the connection Might 
be a long and spiritually profitable one. 
Suddenly one weak audacious. voice was 
lifted up against him, A journeyman tailor, 
& man of extensive reading, if humble occu- 
pation, heard one of. Mr. Wynne’s astonish- 
‘ing discourses. one evening, and discovered 
that its language sounded. strangely familiar 
tohim. . Returning home with the idea fresh 
in his mind, he teok upa volume of Chan- 
ning’s published sermons, and there found 
the one he had just heard, word for word as 
“Mr. Wynne had repeated it from the pulpit. 
-The tailor made known his discovery, and 
created a little buzz of excitement and in- 
quiry. The candid few who.took the trou- 
ble to examine the proof of this clerical pi- 
racy were convinced, and denounced Mr. 
Wynne as an impostor; but the popular tide 
had been setting too lorig and too strong to 
be suddenly checked. As the minister. in- 


mnirers were. perfectly willing to. dismiss it at 
once; others believed, or affected to believe, 
that it was merely a remarkable coincidence 
of language and. ideas; and the insinuation 
Was speedily hooted down, leaving a very 
small minority who believed in it, 

A more dangerous rock than this, however, 
Soon after threatened the good fame of the 
minister. The deacon to whom his intro- 
ductory letter was addressed was very little 
of a. letter-writer, and under ordinary cir- 
cumstances the intimation with which this 
letter closed, concerning the doctor’s pro- 
Posed absence, would have been sufficient to 
Prevent aresponse. But about this time the 
fleacon had become so deeply impressed with 
the merits and talents of Mr. Wynne, and so 
grateful to the learned doctor for securing 
him to this place, that he wrote and posted 
to the latter a letter of awkward acknowl- 
edgement, briefly setting forth the great suc- 
cess of his protege in his new charge. A 

-Teply came promptly, and conveyed some 


. 


rather startling intelligence. The: doctor 
acknowledged the receipt of the deacon’s 

letter, and emphatically repudiated the Rev. 

Albert Wynne. He bad never before. writ- 
ten to the deacon, he said, nor did he know 
any person, minister, or otherwise,.of the 

name given in his correspondent’s letter. He 

had written no-letter.of introduction for a 

year; and he had not been, nor had be in- 
tended to be, absent from the city of his res- 
idence for more than a day at a time during 
that period. : ; 
. The deacon felt as if strack by a thunder- 
bolt. He seized his hat, and rushing to Mr, 

Wynne’s study, threw the letter down before 

him, and anxiously, breathlessly, asked him 

to read it. The minister did read it, calmly 
and without change of countenance, and 
then musingly replied: j 

“Why, this is strange enough! What can 
it mean ?” 

“I don’t know,” the deacon said. “Don’t 
you know ?” 

“There is some awkward blunder some- 
where,” replied the minister, taking a turn 
across the floor. “ Doctor — not know 
me, indeed! He is my father in the minis- 


-try. Iam inclined to think that this letter 


you have shown me is the mistake of his 
amanuensis.” 


“Perhaps so,” said the deacon, catching at 


-this awkward explanation with a sigh of 
-Telief. 


' dignantly denied the charge, most of his ad- 4 


“I'm certain of it,” cried the pastor, with 


animation. “Now don’t say a word about 


this, my dear brother, and I will write at 


.once to the doctor. I am confident that his 


answer will set everything right.” - 
The too credulous deacon promised and 
returned home, secretly rejoicing that his 


confidence in Mr. Wynne Was, unshaken. 


Had he at once made public the contents of 
this letter, the final catastrophe would have 
been averted; but with his blind faith in the 
wonderful pastor he held lis peace, and only 
revealed his damning information when it 
was too late to prevent the mischief that 
this wolf in sheep’s clothing was even then 
meditating. It is unnecessary to say that 
Mr. Wynne did not write to the doctor. 
Ithas been said that Mr. Wynne was pa- 
culiarly a favorite with the young ladies of 
his flock. Several of them, indeed, had been 
up tothis time successively the objects of his 
Particular attention; and it was more than 
whispered that he had trifled with the affec- 
tions of three or four of the village belles in 
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a very cfueél way, flitting from one to‘another; 
and engaging the hearts of all at ‘the same 
time, like ‘a professional lady-killer. Such 
reports, however, made ‘but little headway 
against the strong current of popular favor; 
nor was this favor materially diminished 
when it became known that he was engaged 
to marry the young and beautiful daughter 
of a wealthy member of another denomina- 
tion.” The aunouncement created a stir and 
a flutter, of course; some of the younger la- 
dies indulged in bitter comments, which evi- 
denéed anything else than a lack of interest, 
and some of the matrons expressed the opin- 
ion that it was decidedly wrong’ in Mr. 
Wynne to look beyond his own flock fora 
wife; but the intelligence, on the whole, was 
well received, ‘and the approaching union 
bade fair to establish Mr. Wynne more firmly 
than éver in the affections of the whole 
village. - 

The wedding-day drew near; and in the 
meantime certain impalpable rumors touch- 
‘ing the fair fame of his proposed son-in-law 
reached the lady’s father. Solicitous for his 
dauzhter’s happiness, the parent gave them 
such investigation as they were capable of, 
and ascertained that they had no more sub- 


stance than this, namely: that a few per-- 


sons, caufessedly. hostile to Mr. Wynne, had 


said of him; first, that he did not dress like a 


minister; second, that he wore too much 
jewelry for a minister; third, that be wrote 
three or four different hands; fourth, that he 
stole his sermons; fifth, that he had flirted 
with all the. girls in the congregation; and 
therefore, taking all these things together, 
they believed he was a humbug, or some- 
thing worse. . 

Attaching some Titdle importance to this 
incongruous indictment, as he would prob- 
ably not have done had he stood in ordinary 
relations with the subject of it, the father 
‘sought a private interview with the pastor, 
and laying these complaints before him, 
cooked hit fairly in the eye, and demanded 
to know if there was any good reason or any 
inmopediment to prevent the proposed union. 
And Mr. Wynne laughingly blew away the 
charges against him, as too puerile to call for 
a serious answer; and then looking his cate- 
ehist squarely in the eye, and laying his 
hand on, his heart, replied that there was no 
such reason or impediment, s0 help him 
Heaven. os 
; The. wedding took place at the appointed 
time, with all the i imposing show, and all the 


hilarity that attends such occasions“ among 
the wealthy.and aristocratic. -The .mansion 
was filled with guests, and was, prodigal in 
its hospitality; the curiosity and interest ex- 
cited by the occasion were gratified to see 
both bride and groom appear self-possessed 
and. happy, locking never so well;.the cere- 
mony was over, the dancing done, the feast 
had been duly honored, and.the newly-made 
husband and wife had received farewell and 
godspeed thirty hours past—when the im- 
pending thunderbolt fell. The deacon, thor- 
oughly awake now to the wretched truth; 
rashed into the heuse of. the late rqoicing 
with another letter from the doctor that mo- 
ment received. It denounced the man call- 
ing biniself the Reverend Albert Wynne as a 
swindler and an impostor; that he was not 
a minister of the gospel, although he bad as- 
sumed in several places to be such, and that 
he had abandoned his wife.and children in 
New Jersey two years before. - 

The scene that. followed is indescribable. 
Passing over the emotions natural to sach a 
distressing revelation, we turn to the pseudo- 
pastor. Being apprised in some unaccount- 
able manner, at the hotel in the city where 
the first pause in their journey was made, of 
the discovery of his villany and tlie pursuit 
of the father, he precipitately abandoned the 
poor contiding Victim ‘of “his-déception and 
fled. He was discovered some hours after 
on 8 railroad train, partially disguised; and 
when asked’ by the officer whither he was 
going, he coolly replied that charges had been 
made against him which required him to de- 
fend himself, and that he was going East to 
investigate them. He was arrested, detained 
for a time, ‘and ‘then reluctantly discharged 
for lack of evidence. 

But justice ‘was nof to be thus balked. 
The father, outraged by the villain’s crime in 
his most precions ‘relations, now set himself 
systematically to work to fasten the clutches 
of the law firmly upon this man. While one 
set of detectives “shadowed” him from 
place to place, others went-to New Jerscy 
and procured the legal-evidence of his for- 


mer marriage, and the attendance of the 


deserted wife. Ina few weeks the cnlprit 
was rearrested and brought back to the scene 
of. his ilicit triamphs, now the scene of his 
disgrace; and under the unromantic name 
of anes ‘Hardy, the only one to which he 
could” Jay rightful claim, he was indicted, 
‘tried and convicted of bigamy, and sentenced 
to five years’ imprisonment... ‘The trial inci- 
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dentally developed the fact that the.accnsed 
“was an expert forger as well as a veteran 
bigamist. It appeared that he had at least 
two wives living at the time of this last mar- 
riage, both of whom he had heartlessly de- 
serted ; and that upon abandoning the second, 
in New Jersey, he had caused a notice of his 


death to be published in a distant paper, fol-- 


: lowed by the touching sentiment— 


“Peaceful be his silent slumber 
In the cold and lonely grave.” 


Copies of this paper had been sent to his late 
residence. He had been.traced through sev- 
eral places, in all of which he performed the 
role of a minister, as skillfully and as success- 
fully, for the most part, as in the last scene 
of his Jabors. : . 

It is somewhat of a relief to know. that 
this adroit scoundrel died in the penitentiary 
before the expiration of his term; and- that 
the life of his last victim was not blighted 
irreparably by his villany. She has since 
happily married, and in the pleasant relations 
of a loved and honored wife and mother, she 


may well remember her share.in this dark 
episode only as a troubled dream. 
‘ [have styled the career-of this man are- 


‘markable imposture. It may be said that 


neither bigamy-nor the simulation of the 
clerical office is extremely rare among us, 
and that both are occasionally detected in 
the same individual. After this is granted, 

I wnst still claim that the real-life villain 
here presented was the peer in subtlety, au- 
dacity and unadulterated wickedness, of any- 
thing inhuman shape that even the genius 
of Wilkie Collins has put in’ print; and I am 
quite certain that Miss Braddon has intro- 
duced us to no more fascinating a gentleman 
among those of her characters who deserve 
gibbeting. Ido not remember to have read 
of any of the black sheep of fiction who were 
possessed of that strong personal magnetism 
that made people of average common sense 
the unyielding adherents of this reprobate, 
and caused them to reject conclusive -evi- 
dence of his imposition.. I hope and believe 
that such dangerous gifts are charily be- 
stowed on mankind. . 
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A REPUTATION AT STAKE, 
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PART SECOND. . 


CHAPTER IV. 

HTERE had been one of those light sum- 

mer showers that bring out the woodland 
scents and add softness to the landscape and 
freshness and purity to atmosphere, A long 
low bank of dun lay along the east, but the 
west was gorgeous with crimson and amber 
pillars, rising in fluted domes and arches half 
way up to the pale cool blue zenith. 

All day long, through the heat and languor, 
Winilred Lester had sewed steadily on tha 
dress she was making for Miss Alicia Mont- 
gomery. ‘The Montgomerys never did any of 
their own sewing, though they needed the 
money paid for it nearly a3 much as those 
who did the work; but none of the Mont- 
gomerys, from the prince down, had ever done 
anything so vulgar as to be their own seam- 
stresses, and the present representatives of the 
family were resolved to sustain the family 
credit at any cost, 

As I said, Winifved had worked steadily all 
day, but there was something so fresh and 
attractive in the earth, and air, and sky after 
the shower, that she folded up her work and 
laid jt away in the little spare room. 

“Tam tempted above what I am able,” she 
said, with a gay little laugh; “that brouk has 
heen calling ‘Winnie’ this half hour. I will 
put the finishing tonches to Miss Alicia this 
evening.” 

A clump of fleur-de-lis, half hidden by the 
silvery spray of the little mountain rivulet, 
swollen by the rain to quite a respectable 
torrent, lifted their blue cups to the blue sky 
in beautiful serenity. 

“They look as if they were frosted with 
silver,” she cried, pausing and looking down 
atthem. “Twish I had one, they are such 
brave little blossoms, looking so cheerfully up: 
to the sky, however dark and damp the place 
they are put in.” 

She drew back the pretty blue muslin from 
about her fect, and leaned forward to reach 
one of the blossoms, when a pair of strong 
arms suddenly lifted her from her feet: and 
set her back, 

“Let me get ft for you, Winnte. You de- 
Serve to have it, it is so Jike you, so ke what 
you just said of it, are you, my darling!” 


“Why, Arthur! how you startled me!” she 
erled, with a soft laugh. “But I am so glad 
you came; isn’t the world lovely, to-night?” 

“T suppose so—yes,” he replied, absently, 
Then catching her hand and wringing it till 
she almost eried out with the pain, he said, 
abruptly, “Winnie, if I went away out of 
your life forever would you not be happier ?” 

“Happier?” she asked, in a strange fright- 
ened tone, happier without you? O Arthur!’ 

Te held the hands ¢loser—so close that. the 
pretty finger-tips grew purple with the fierco 
pressure, 

“Winnie, listen to me—” how strange and 
hollow his voice sounded—*I have promised 
my father to go to California for two years. 
Jam only a sorrow and disgrace here.” 

“Arthur!? 

“Tush, dear, I know,” he interrupted. “I 
know that lam a sorrow to even you, and 
this, more than anything else, has decided 
me to go, And now, Winifred, I want you to 
tell the truth—the solemn truth before 
Heaven—will it not be better for you if [ 
never come back? I have been looking at 
myself this afternoon, and I see how I have 
brought you only pain, and sorrow, and 
shame—O my little Winnie!” 

He dropped her hands and turned suddenly 
away, 

A pair of soft arms were round his neck in- 
stantly, a little tear-wet face pressed against 
his. 

“Arthur, when I gave you my love it was 
for all time, and under all circumstances, 
You cannot kil it, for it is immortal—as im- 
mortal as the Gud who put it in my heart, 
But, Arthur,” her voice faltering a little, “if 
you think ft is best for you that I give you 
up, I will do it.” 

“Best for me! Winifred Lester, do you 
know that your love is my only anchor in 
life? I will not tell you what a reckless fel- 
low T expected—yes, knew and meant to be, 
if you cast me off, and said that you would be 
better without me. I never intended to come 
back; but Winnie, now! now, my prectous 
Winnie, if only you will trust me, and have 
paticnce with me, I will be a man, yet. I 
may fail—you may hear’ hard things of me~~ 
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but I will try, my darling, only trust. me and 
love ine, even if LE slip back sometimes, You 
will promise me this, my little girl?” his 
voice full of pleading, passionate entreaty. 

“T will love you, and trust you, and belfeve 
in you, though the whole world turn against 
you; even if you turn against yourself, I will 
have faith in you still,” she answered solemn- 
ly, a steady luminous glow lighting her eyes 
and her uplifted face, 

“And I, Winifred, with God’s help, will 
some day be deserving of it,” he answered, 
gravely. “It may be years—for I will never 
come to you until I know myself to be worthy 
of your love—it may even never be, one can- 
not count on his own life, but somewhere, at 
sometime, darling.” 

“Arthur,” she interrupted, “T will wait for 
you as long as I stay in this world, and if I 
go to another before we meet, I will wait for 
you there.” 

The sunset lights faded and went ont, and 
the stars came out in the dusky blue of the 
summer sky, before Winnie Lester came back 
to the house, where her mother waited im- 
patiently, half angry at her pretty daughter 
for walking back and forth in the dask and 
dew a good hour anda half with “that young 
Huntington.” 

“You have got your death, as like as not, 
Winifred, out there this damp night,’ she 
said, in a severe tone, 

“No, mother, I guess not,” Winnie said, 
quietly, coming and hanging up her hat. 

Mrs. Lester looked up in the girl's face. 

“Winnie,” she sald, looking at her more 
searchingly, “you have been e¢rying, my 
child,” 

“Yes, mother,” smiling ever so faintly. 

“What has he been doing now?” ina 
vexed tone, 

“Mother, Arthur is going to California to 
he gone—well, yenrs, perhaps. Te leaves to- 
morrow morning for New York,” she said, 
slowly, 

“Thank Heaven!” 

“Mother!” 

“Well, you know it’s best, dear,” she said, 
putting out her hand and taking the little 
limp, nerveless fingers in hers, tenderly. 
“You are young, and you will soon forget this 
troublesame affair—~it’s been a trouble all the 
way through—aund it will be so much better 
for you.” 

“What will be better for me?” 

“Why, to be done with him, of course.” 

“But Ihave not ‘done with him, as you 
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call it,” lifting her eyes resolutely to ber 
mothier’s face. 

“But, Winifred, you are not going to keep 
yourself bound to him for years?” she asked, 
in hatf-vexed half-anxious tone. 

“So long as we both shall liye,’ Winifred 
said, smiling, 

“But, what is the use, child? You know 
what he is, and it’s not likely he'll ever be 
any better,” Mrs. Lester said, argumentatively, 

“TF think he will be better, mother.” 

“And what can you do to help him?” she 
asked, impatiently, 

“Iocan pray for him, mother,” she sald, 
softly, 

Mrs. Lester said no more, it was no use, 
As soft, and slight, and childish as she looked, 
Mrs. Lester knew that her girl was firm as a 
rock where her mind was made up. 

After her mother had gone to bed Winnie 
sat down to Miss Alicia’s dress, 

“Vin not sleepy, mother,” she said, with a 
bright little smile; but by-and-by, after her 
mother had fallen asleep, and only the monot- 
onous ticking of the clock broke the lonely 
silence of the little hill cottage, the bright 
smile faded out of the pretty dusky-blue 
eves, and something soft and warm, and won- 
derfully like tears, fell in among the soft 
gathers of Miss Alicia's rose-colored barege. 

Affairs at Chestnut Villa moved on quietly 
and smoothly after Arthu’s departure. 
Grace had felt badly at parting with her 
brother, for she was passionately attached to 
him; but it was the only way for him, and she 
was only too thankful that he had chosen to 
go to California, for with his hot temper and 
her father’s taunting words, she had feared 
he would take the alternative, aud go 
headlong to destruction. 

“There is one bright side to it,” she said, 
to her mother, when they talked it over, “it 
will take him away from the influence of that 
Lester girl, who will probably marry some one 
else long before he gets back.” 

Ah, Grace IIuntington, if only you knew 
what the “influence of that Lester eirl” was 
to him, you might pray that she would not 
“marry long before he got back,” more 
earnestly, even, than for his life. 

Mr. Edmund Gates had become fairly do- 
mesticated at Chestnut Villa; even Mr. 
Huntington himself seemed less at home in 
his elegant mansion and fine grounds than 
his gentlemanly and agreeable partner. Fred 
Montgomery had tried in vain to put him 
down by an assumption of superiority. Mr. 
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Gates would not be put down.  By-and-by 
it oceurred to him that Gates was more at- 
tentive ta Grace than there was any real 
necessity that her father’s partner should be, 
It looked foolish—to him—to see a man of 
forty, a3 Mr. Gates admitted that he was, 
idling away the long twilight on the piazza 
with Grace Huntington, when he should be 
in the house reading the daily paper or talk- 
ing business or polities with her father, as 
befitted much better a man of his years. 
Once or twice he had endeavored te hint as 
much to Grace, but his efforts in that direc- 
tion had met with signal failure, so far as 
remedying the evil went. If he was really 
engaged to Grace, why he would put a stop 
to it, he said; but there were certain consid- 
erations, aside from the lady’s coyness, that 
came in to hinder such a consummation. ‘To 
use a vulgar phrase, Mr. Frederic Mont- 
gomery was “on the fence.” ‘There was at 
Fonda—a town a score or so of miles below— 
a Miss Georgia Castlereaugh whom his sisters 
were very auxious he should marry, Of 
course there was no doubt but that he could 
marry her if he chose; he never was troubled 
with misgivings on that score in relation to 
any lady, Miss Castlereangh's claims to the 
Montgomery favor were “family” claims, In 
this respect she went beyond them. Ter 
grandfather had been a real lord—Lord 
Castlereaugh. But unfortunately the family 
estates had dwindled down to such meagre 
proportions that his lordship was utterly 
unable to see them at all on the other side 
of the water, and acting on the theory 
that “distance lends enchantment to the 
view,” embarked for America, that very 
democratic country, which has such a superb 
disdain for titles, ete, and which, wider no 
cirenumstances, is supposed to “ bend the knee 
to royalty,” or have so much as the faintest 
longing for haroneteies, earldoms, ete. 
Strangely enough, and altogether unaccount- 
ably, Lord Castlereangh became a tion of the 
first water immediately it became known 
that he was a lord. I have no reliable and 
direct information whether he was, or was 
Hot a gentleman; I only know that he was a 
lord; it was the only ciretmstanee I ever re- 
member hearing particularly mentioned in 
respect to him, Possibly le had other merits, 
but no others have been handed down to pos- 
terity. His son, James Castlereaugh, “degen- 
erate son of an illnstrious sire,” so far forgot 
his high estate as to engage in the butter and 
cheese business—beeame, in fact, a cheese- 


monger; amassing a moderate fortune in the 
business, which fortune Miss Georgia in- 
herited, having been several years an orphan. 
So much for the genealogy of the Castle- 
reaughs, 

Coming down to the present date, Miss 
Georgia Castlereaugh was a rather pretly, 
modest, unpretentious young lady of two-and- 
twenty, living very quietly with a widow lady 
named Elroy, who had, beside Miss Castte- 
reaugh, three or four other boarders, 

Between Miss Castlereaugh and Grace 
TIuntington young Montgomery had vibrated 
these two years, He was in a deligttful 
state of uncertainty as to which he should 
eventually favor with his hand and the 
Montgomery name. Personally, he inelined 
to Grace, but her grandfather was not a lord! 
On the contrary, it had been hinted that Mr, 
Ifuntington’s fortune was rather of the shoddy 
type, and that fifteen years ago he was ouly 
an agent in the business he now owned, 
But nevertheless the fact of the fortune re- 
mained, It was constantly increasing, too; 
whereas Miss Castlereaugh’s was as con- 
stantly decreasing. This was too weighty an 
item to be lightly ignored, 

There was a family council called, aud the 
arguments pro and cou duly discussed, the 
bones of poor old Lord Castlereaugh kicking 
the beam, metaphorically speaking, when 
putin the balance with the great carriage 
manufacturer's gold, thereby proving that 
even the best blood is not above the common 
weakness, 

“T think you might venture to mention 
your sentiments to Miss Iuntington, Fred- 
erie,” his mother said, condescentingly,. “ She 
is very stylish-looking, and matches your air 
of savoiv-rvivre delightfully.” 

Accordingly, armed with the family sane- 
tion, in addition to his own inclination, 
young Montgomery came up to Chestnut 
Villa one sultry August evening on thoughts 
of love intent. To his infinite disgust Gates 
and Grace were practising duets, and he had 
only an opportunity to play the part of 
looker-on in silenee, instead of being the 
principal in a charming little sentimental 
draina, as he had confidently expected. {f 
it had not been vulgar—and_ terribly warm— 
he would have got In a passion. As it was 
he went home early, resolved to come again 
the next morning, while Mr Gates was 
absent attending to his business, 

Mr. Gates’s attentions to Grace had been 
of such a quiet unobtrusive character, so 
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friendly and natural, that she had received 
them more freely and unreservedly than she 
often did the attentions of gentlemen. His 
age was in his favor—he seemed more like a 
father, or a calm elderly friend, than a lover, 
and the possibility of his being such had 
never occurred to her until the evening just 
inentioned, and after Montgomery bad taken 
his departure. 

The duets had been abandoned, and she 
had gone out on the piazza a moment be- 
fore going up te her room forthe night. Ter 
father was deep in some sort of business ac- 
count, she saw by looking into the back 
parlor, as she came round the corner of the 
piazza, Ifer mother she left in the drawing- 
room with Mi. Gates. The soft feathery 
panicles of the clematis gleamed like frosted 
silver in the moonlight, and stepping softly 
from the piazza she went down the whitely- 
gravelled walk to the arbor. How still and 
sweet the air was, there! How royally the 
full noon rode through the dusky sapphire of 
the drooping skies! Did it look down as 
brightly on him, she wondered, her thoughts 
involuntarily going out to the dear exile, her 
bright, haughty face softening and saddening, 
It was time they heard from him; he had 
promised to write to her at the first opportu- 
nity, and certainly there had been opportuni- 
tics before this. 

A leisurely step broke the soft silence, and 
looking up she saw Mr. Gates almost beside 
her. A litte involuntary fecling of annoyance 
came over her; she did not want her thoughts 
broken in upon. 

“DT hope Lam not intruding,” he said, per- 
haps noticing her scarcely-perceptible cvol- 
ness. “1 will go away immediately if am.” 

She would not be rude, she thought, and so 
she smiled and said he was not intruding as 
she knew. 

“Tam glad,” he said, in alow tone. “A man 
doesn’t like to be expelled from Eden, 
especially if his Eve is left behind.” 

© But this is not Eden—” 

“Tt is to me,” he interrupted, meaningly. 

“The moonlight las turned your brain,” 
she said, rising, “and for fear that I may 
suffer a like catastrophe I shall seek the 
shelter of the house immediately.” 

“Grace—Miss Huntington, have I driven 
you in?” he asked, hastily. 

“You, Mr. Gates?” she asked, in a tone of 
cool surprise, 

“Pardon me for being so presumptuous as 
to suppose anything I could say or do would 


influence you in any way,” be replied, step- 
ping back for her to pass. ; 

She went by him without looking up or 
speaking, but the moonlight showed him the 
fiery crimson of her cheeks. Ie smiled ashe 
watched ber walk away with a proud, even 
step, and regal air, 

“Phe game promises to be rather exciting,” 
he said, Janguidly. “Ah well, so much the 
nore gratification in the winning ;” and lean- 
ing against the arbor he drew out his cigar- 
ease and Icisurely lighted acigar. There was 
not the faintest trace of annoyance or disap- 
pointment on the white clear-cut face. 
Instead, there was an expression of satisfac- 
tion which the circumstances did not appear 
to warrant. . 

In the meantime Grace had gained the 
house and gone directly to her room, where, 
in strong contrast to the careless, insouciant 
air of Mr. Gates, she paced the floor in angry 
vexation. : 

“6 Tris Eve? how dare he!” she cried, feel- 
ing the blood rush to her forehead and 
temples in a hot angry flood. “‘ Eden, in- 
decd! Isn’t it possible for a woman to treat 
a man pleasantly and cordially without his 
believing it a license to talk sentiment to her? 
Possibly he thought I expected it, and was 
angling for it. I faney he knows better now 3” 
and a little relieved by the thought she pre- 
pared to retire, but the angry fire still burned 
iu her face, flaming up more brightly when 
she heard him come in humming a song they 
had sung together that night. 


CHAPTER V. 


Wuen Frederic Montgomery called at 
Chestnut Villa, agreeably to his resolutions, 
and asked for Grace, he was informed by her 
mother that she had not been down that 
morning, and was quite ill with a headache. 
But perhaps she would see him, she would 
ask her. 

He walked up and down the room while 
she was gone, nore discomposed than he had 
ever been in his life. Possibly it was owing 
to the momentous question he had come to 
ask—possibly the fear that she would not see 
him, and just barely possible the thought 
that she might refuse him; though this was 
not likely the cause of his disturbance. No 
girl in her sober senses would be likely to re- 
fuse an alliance with the house of Mont- 
gomery. 

“ Mother informs me you, would like to see 
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me,” said a quict cool voice, almost at hts 
elbow. F 

Hie started suddenly; hew came she there? 

“These women go about so noiselessly in 
their velvet slippers,” he said, by way of 
apology. 

“Pray sitdown, Mr. Montgomery; I believe 
you are nervous,”. she said, placing a chair 
with a ridiculous show of anxiety. “I did 
not kuow anything ever disturbed your 
equanimity? 

“I believe nothing does yours,” he retorted, 
with a faint show of temper. 

“Possibly; we will not quarrel about it,” 
she replied, sitting down at the window, 

The clear sunlight fell in across her face, 
showing a slight contraction of pain about the 
forchead and eyes, 

“You are not well, Grace,” he said, coming 
and standing before her. “I am sorry Ieame 
this morning, for I wanted to say something 
important to you.” 

“Something important? Pray say it then, 
by all means, it will be such a novelty,’ she 
said, with an air of graye eagerness. “Tam 
sure I don’t know how long it is since heard 
anything of importance,’ 

“Tsuppose you have long seen that I have 
regarded you.” 

“O yes,” she interrupted, “I have long 
seen—go on.” 

“FE will not be silenced by your ridicule, 
Grace Huntington,” he exclaimed, with rising 
color, “I came here to ask you to be my 
wife, and I will not be turned from my 
purpose.” 

“Certainly not; but there is no need of 
one’s losing their temper, if they do their 
heart. You can go on now,’ nodding 
patronizingly, 

Tt was no use to get angry, it only gave her 
the advantage; and so controlling his annoy- 
ance as best he could, he proceeded: 

“T have liked you a long time.” 

“ALY 

“And I have come to the conclusion,” he 
went on, without heeding her interruption, 
“to ask you to be my wife.” 

“Yes, so you said before,” she replied, 
serenely. 

“Grace, will you marry me or not?” he 
cried, hotly. It was so exasperating to listen 
to her cool interruptions. 

“O, well, you have asked me at last. It is 
rather an iniportant matter, I am ready to 
adinit. What do your mother and -sisters 
think about it?” 
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“They approve of my choice,” he answered, 
a little pompously. 

“Tlappy young man!” she exclaimed, in a 
congratulatory tone. 

“Grace, will you be serious? Oram I too 
late, and has your flirtation with old Gates” 
~he forgot his good breeding, then, but one 
docs sometimes when he is angry—“ ended in 
something serious ?” 

A fieree fiery red surged up to her fore- 
head. Wad she been guilty of this thing she 
so utterly despised? Perhaps so, or he would 
not have dared to say what he had to her. 
Well, here at least was an escape. It had 
been rather an expected thing that she should 
marry Fred Montgomery some day, these two 
years, Perhaps she might as well marry him 
as anyone. She didn’t know of any one she 
liked any better, at least. Ife was nice-look- 
ing and of a most unesceptionable family. 
She smiled faintly as the last argument 
flashed through her inind. She had heard 
that they wanted Fred to marry Miss Castle- 
reaugh—for her grandfather. ng 

“T will marry you, Fred,” she said, simply, 
“but I wont deceive you; I don't think I am 
desperately in love with you, and I confident- 
ly expect we shall quarrel, and perhaps sepa- 
rate; but then it’s no use to borrow trouble, 
for I don’t intend to be married at all these 
two years. I believe in longengagements; it 
gives people a chance to get acquainted. 
Now let us talk about the weather; these 
grave matters make my head ache terribly.” 

She spoke lightly, but there was an unusual 
pallor on the beautiful face, and a look of 
pain in the dark eyes, 

“Twill go away at once, dear Grace, and 
you shall go to bed, for you look really ill,” 
he said, with a show of tender feeling whieh 
brought the tears to her eyes. She felt 
nervous and ill, and his gentleness and 
thoughtfulness somehow touched her heart, 
Ile kissed her forehead, said a few low tender 
words, very much the same as all lovers say, 
and went softly out. 

“Not exactly what I used to fancy my be- 
trothal would be,” she said, with just the 
ghost ofa sigh, “but I presume it’s like all 
realities, very much tamer in the fulfilment 
than in the anticipation. What very ex- 
aggerated ideas I used to have of love! Ah 
well, I presume we shall be very sensibly and 
rationally happy, and be held up as models to 
an admiring world.” 

She got up a little dizzily—her head did 
ache terribly—and went towards the door. 
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Some one was coming through the hall; she 
stepped back involuntarily, and an instant 
_afterwards her father looked into the reom, 
It was something unusual for him to come 
home at that hour, but something in his 
stern set face startled her more than that. 

“Js anything the matter, father?” she 
asked, quickly. 

“Go and call your mother,” he said, in a 
sharp harsh tone, coming in and. sitting 
down at the table, 

But Graco was saved the trouble, for Mrs, 
Tluntington had heard her husband's step 
and came into the room just iu time to hear 
his order to Grace, A sudden swift pallor 
liad overspread her face, and she leaned 
against the door as she came in, She was 
getting strangely nervous and excitable of 
late. 

Mr, Huntington had taken a letter from 
his pocket aud was smoothing it out on the 
table. He did not look up when his wife 
came in, but he knew that she had come, and 
only waited for her to sit down, ‘The slight 
noise and rustle of her dvess irritated him, 

“When you get ready I will read this 
letter,” lie said, shortly, 

There was a dead silence fora full minute, 
and then his voice, hard and cotd and incisive, 
broke the painful stillness, 

“This letter,” he said, prefacingly, “ is from 
the captain of the Golden Age, and was nailed 
at Vera Cruz nearly three weeks ago. The 
letter reads as follows: 

© RrenaAnpD Hunrinaton, Esq.: Dear Sir— 
it is my unpleasant duty to aequaint you 


with the fact that your son has left my ship, - 


and under very unhappy circumstances, 
While stopping at this port, and while on 
shore, he became Involved in some sort of a 
quarrel with a low fellow bearing the nick- 
hame of ‘Burke? though I am informed 
that is not the man’s real name, but ain un- 
able to ascertain what it is. This quarrel 
took place in a drinking and gaming saloon, 
and possibly the provocation was great. Fean- 
not say, no one seeming to understand what 
began it; indeed, it was 80 quickly done that 
there was little time to find out anything 
about it, and Mr, Huntington steadily refuses 
to explain the cause of the difficulty. This 
Burke fs alive at this writing, but his physi- 
cian has just informed me that he will not 
live till midnight. Of course I need not say 
that Mr. ILuntington is in custody.” I dislike 
to leave him in this painful situation, but my 
ship must go on to-morrow. I have already 


tarrled here five days, hoping something 
favorable for him might occur, I omitted to 
say that Mr. Huutington used no deadly 
weapons on the man, but he struck him so 
that he fell against the sharp edge of a stove, 
cutting a fearful wound in the temple and 
another back of the car. If yon wish to com- 
minicate with your son, a letter addressed to 
Miguel Lascelle, Esq. will reach him. Ie is 
a Jegal gentleman of worth and ability, whom 
I have engaged to actas hiscounsel. Believe 
me, my dear sir, [ would: gladly do more for 


-your son if it was in my power, and Timost 


deeply sympathize with you in this unhappy 
affair, Yours very respectfully, 
“ JouNn CABOT, 
“ Captain of the Golden Age.” 


As he read Grace grew instantly whiter, 
and just ashe reached the last line, with 
a little stifled gasp, she slipped to the floor in 
a dead faint. 

“O Richard, it has killed her! 
Grace, wy darling—” 

“Tush, Amy,” Mr. Huntington said, in the 
same cold hard tones pushing his wife away 
ahnost roughly, and lifting Graee in his arms 
as if she had been an infant. “The girl las 
only fainted; do you want to raise the house, 
and have this shameful story in every one’s 
mouth P? 

* But she will die—O Richard! My beau- 
tifitl darling! she has not fainted, she never 
fainted in her life,” she cried, fn au agony of 
alarm and grief, 

“Will you be silent?” he asked, sharply. 

She sank down trembling in every limb, 
her face scarcely less white than that of her 
unconscious child. A moment more, and 
with a little pained cry Grace Huntington 
opened her eyes. She leoked up in’ her 
father's face, and then closed them again with 
a shuider. She lay perfectly motionless a 
moment, and then raised herself slowly from 
his arms and sat down in a chair. 

“My child, are you better? Shall I not 
get you something—some wine?” her mother 
asked, anxiously, 

“No,” shivering 4 little, “not wine!” 

“Some hot coffee, then,” she persisted. 

“Tf you wish it,” wearily. Then suddenly 
lifting her eyes to her father’s face she said, 
in a low steady tone: “You will go te him, 
or send some one? you will not leave him 
alone in a strange land in his bitter need ?” 

“T will not raise a finger to save him from 
the seaffold,” he answered, in a hard, cruel, 
inflexible tone. 


Grace! 
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Mark Russell came up to Arcadia in the 
last train that night. He came up to tell 
them himself—his mother and sister, as he 
called them—of his good fortune. He had 
been invited to the junior pastorate of a 
ehurch in New York. His salary would be 
eighteen hundred a year, not great pay, but 
so much ‘more than he had dared to expect. 
He had some debts incurred for books to be 
paid, and then, after he had got fairly started, 
he meant to have them with him. This was 
what he wanted to tell them; he could not 
bear the thought of writing it; he wanted to 
see the proud, glad smile in Mrs, Lester's 
face, and watch the light ercep through the 
dusky-blue eyes of his pretty Winnie. He 
tuld them so after he had tried the experi- 
mieut with the most satisfactory result. 

“Do you think I am a vain fellow—too 
vain for wy calling?” he asked, stopping 
suddenly. “ You kuow I have no one else to 
care, and praise is pleasant from lips, we 
love.” 

“T think you are just as near perfection as 
it is possible for any one to be,” Winnie said, 
laughing, with her eyes full of happy tears. 
“But I have just thought of a horrible bug- 
bear. Ministers always marry—always, and 
inevitably. You will sulfer the common fate, 
and (hen, alas, for the beautiful air castles you 
have built—so far as we are concerned !” 

“O,I am going to follow Paul's example, 
so don’t conjure up any such terrible possi- 
bilities,” he replied, ina laughing voice. “By 
the way,” he added, carelessly, “I met with 
the Icast bit in the world of an adventure to- 
night at Fonda. I got out to leave a letter 
my scnior associate sent up to his brother in 
that place. I had stepped on the platform of 
the station when the train gave one of those 
sudden lurches backward so common upon a 
sudden stoppage. A young lady was imme- 
diately behind me, her arms full of packages, 
and the usual paraphernalia of a woman, 
shopping-bag, parasol, ete. The jolt pitched 
her forward, and but for my near proximity, 
and the fortunate circumstance that I saw 
the danger instantly, she would have fallen 
under the wheels of the car. As it was she 
received some slight bruises, though I held 
her up as firmly as I was able, owing to the 
suddenness of the concussion, for she was 
thrown directly against me. A crowd gather- 
ed round immediately, and I had only time 
to learn that the lady was a Miss Georgia 
Castlereaugh, who lives in Fonda, before the 
train started on again.” 


“O, ivs the Miss Castlereaugh who visits at 
the Montgomerys,’ Winnie said, quickly; 
adding with a smile, “it might be the begin- 
ning of a nice little romanee, only that the 
lady is rich, or highborn, or something of the 
kind, I ai not exactly sure what; I only 
know that Alicia Moutgomery is very anxious 
that Fred should marry her, and that is suffi- 
cient voucher for her ‘respectability? of 
course,” laughing merrily. 

Mitrk gave the least perceptible start, color- 
ing slightly, but making no reply. 

“F think, however, Mr. Montgomery in- 
clines to Grace Huntington,” Winnie contin- 
ued, without noticing him, “It is to be 
hoped there will not be a duel over the 
matter.” 

“That reminds me,” Russell said, abruptly, 
beginning to search in his pockets very dili- 
gently, and finally drawing out a copy of the 
“Tlerald,” and proceeding to uftold it. 
“There's an account in here, somewhere,” he 
added, “of rather an unpleasant affair in 
which young Huntington is involved. I did 
not know before that he had left Arcadia—O, 
here is the article.” 

Winnie reached over and took the paper 
from his hand. He looked in her face then 
for the first time; she was white as the 
scented petals of the rose that drooped amid 
her curls, but her hand was firm and steady, 
and she did not faint or ery out when she 
read the article through, but began and read 
it over, as if she could not quite comprehend 
its meaning. When she had finished she 
looked up and saw that Mark was closely re- 
garding her, She rose quietly, folding the 
paper and putting it in her pocket, and going 
to the table took up a piece of sewing and be- 
gan stitching as composedly as if nothing had 
happened. Her mother, who was watching 
her sharply, saw how utterly all the soft 
bloom had faded out of cheeks and lips; but 
something in her face forbade questioning, 
and she said nothing, yet, Christian woman 
as she was, deep down in her heart was the 
halfacknowledged wish that it had been 
Arthur Huntington's death the paper had 
contained, Then she would forget him, after 
a time, and—well, she was quite sure Mark 
loved Winnie, and then—and then— She 
paused here, half conscience-stricken at her 
thoughts as she stole another glance at the 
white face bent so low over the soft folds of 
pale amber cashmere. 

By-and-by, when Mrs. Lester had left the 
room, Mark cauie up to Winiired, and leaning 
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over, took both the small busy hands in his 
strong firm clasp. 

“VPorgive me, dear Winnle, for my thonght- 
lessness,” he said, gravely. “Your mother 
gave me to understand that there was nothing 
between yon and Iluntington, more than a 
year ago, and T had ceased to think of you as 
having more than a friendly interest in him. 
You will not believe I did it wantonly, mean- 
ing to shock and pain you?” 

“Dear Mark! TE know you too well to be- 
lieve such a thing possible,” she replied, with 
a little bright smile, but with the pallor still 
on her face. “Bnrt we will not talk about it, 
please, dear Mark;” a little pained thrill in 
her voice despite her brave efforts to suppress 
it. 

“God help, and comfort, and strengthen 
youl” he said, gently, kissing her forehead. 

“Yes, Mark; I know he will,” she whisper- 
ed; but there was a little sudden tremulous- 
ness about the sweet lips, which he saw, and 
went immediately out, knowing she would be 
hetter alone; 

By a curious coincidence the mail that left 
Areadia the next morning contained two 
letters bearing the same address, but with 
such widely-different contents that Io am 
tempted to transcribe them, 

One began as follows? 


Mr. Anriur HWuntixnaron: Sir,—It is 
with a feeling of humiliation that I address 
you; yet from the possibility that you may 
expect some help or favor from me in your 
present shameful situation, 1 foree myself to 
the disagreeable task. I consider that you 
have forfeited the last. claim you had upon me 
hy your last criminal and disgraceful act, and 
from the bottom of my heart Lhope you will 
suffer for it to the extremest penalty of tho 
law! In your future I shall from this mo- 
ment take no further interest in any way. 
You are, from this time, henceforth, but as 
the veriest stranger to me; and I beg that 
you will remember it, and govern yourself 
accordingly. RicwaAnrp Iuntrinaton.” 


This letter was very carefully directed to 
“Mr. Arthur Ituntington, Vera Cruz, Mexico, 
in care of Mienel Lascelles, Esq.,” and went 
safely and surely to its destination, 

The other letter ran in this wise: 


“My DEAR ARTIUR:—I have just recetved 
the intelligence that you are in sorrow and 
trouble, and I cannot sleep till I have written 
to tell you, lest by any possibility you might 


doubt it, that your misfortune only draws me 
the more closely to you. I want you to re 
member this, whatever happens. If there was 
avything else I could do to help you, Arthur, 
IT would not rest content with my words. If 
by any possibility there is anything, let me 
know immediately. If you desire it I will 
come to you—if it will help or comfort you in 
any way, Tam sure, though, that everything 
will ena happily at last. It is, perhaps, the 
last thick darkness that precedes the day, 
For, dear Arthur, that there will by-and-by 
dawn for you and me a beautifal day, lam well 
assured. Look forward then out of this pres- 
ent darkness to the light which is to come, 
and have faith and hope that it gill come. 
“You know what I told you at parting. If 
it was possible to make it stronger by words, 
then would TI repeat my plight to you. I will 
do better—I will fulfil it. Write to me the 
very noment you get this letter. Tell ine if 
there is anything Icau do; do not be afraid 
that I shall shrink from anything that will 
help you, or that I shall look on it as other 
than a joy and privilege if you can be bene- 
fited ever so little. I wish I could make you 
feel how infinitely and entirely this is true. 
“Dear, dear Arthur! You are a hundred 
times dearer to me since I have learned that 
you are in sorrow and difficulty, I shall ask 
God every moment of my life to help you in 
some of the many of his marvellous ways, 
and bring you safely out of all pain, and trial, 
and temptation at last. 
“Your Lirrun Wiasin” 


This letter was simply directed to “Arthur 
Huntington, Vera Cruz;” the paper had only 
said the affair happened in Vera Cruz. Of 
course Winnie knew nothing of Miguel 
Lascelles, Esq., and so that was omitted. Ah 
well! she might as well have omitted the 
whole, for only one letter of the two which . 
left Arcadia together ever reached the heart- 
sick, desolate young fellow in prison in a 
strange land. ; 

CIIAPTER VI. 

Ir was nearly a week before Grace Iun- 
tington met Mr, Gates again after their inter- 
view in the arbor. Not that she took the 
trouble to avoid him—she was too proud and 
independent for that; but she was quite ill, 
too fll to leave her room, though there was 
nothing specially serfous about, her indisposi- 
tion. “A sort of nervous prostration,” the 
doctor said, leaving her some powders, which 
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she threw out of the window at the first op- 
portunity. She knew that all the powders In 
Doctor Follansbee’s office could not ease the 
pain, and shame, and grief in her heart. She 
was angry and vexed at Arthur for bringing 
this sorrow upon her, and yet her heart 
pleaded for him continually with tender 
yearning pity. Ifshe had written to him she 
would have overwhelmed him with bitter re- 
proaches, ending in passionate outpourings of 
love and forgiveness, She could not have 
written a letter like Winnie Lester's, without 
a word of reproach or blame, avoiding so 
delicately as she had done all allusion to the 
cause of the trouble, and forgetting her own 
pain in her wish to lighten lis. But she did 
not write to him; her father anticipated that 
she possibly might do so, and peremptorily 
forbade it, forbade it with such a look on his 
face that she dared not disobey. He had 
never addressed himself so harshly to her be- 
fore; indeed, he had been cold rather than 
harsh in his family, always, save in his col- 
lisions with Arthur, and he had never been 
harsh with him till after he learned of his 
attachment to Winifred Lester. From that 
moment he had seamed to be setagainst him, 
particularly as Arthur persisted in keeping 
up the intimacy in spite of his remonstrances 
and commands, : 

Of course, when Grace recovered so far 
that there was no further excuse for her 
keeping her room, she met Mr. Gates as 
usual, at the table in the drawing-room, and 
occasionally about the grounds, though as it 
was getting well into September this occurred 
less often than it had done when the summer 
was in its prime, 

Besides, Fred Montgomery was there more 
now, and she devoted herself to him very 
much more than she really cared to, for Mr. 
Gates’s special edification. But she began to 
sre, after a time, that she was having her 
labor for nothing. Mr. Gates did not choose 
to be edified. He chose rather to pay her 
little lover-like attentions in such a guarded, 
noncommnittal manner, that she could neither 
refuse nor resent them without making her- 
self appear ridiculous. Day alter day tnese 
attentions increased and grew marked, and 
Mr. Montgomery got jealous, and accused 
Grace of “encouraging” Gates, whereupon 
Grace sald very serenely that she “ had always 
expected they should quarrel, and it might as 
well be about Mr, Gates as religion or politics, 
the subjects most other people quarrelled 
over” 


But in her secret heart she was angry and 
annoyed at the persistent devotion of Gates, 
She was cool and haughty towards him, but 
it made no difference whatever, Sometimes 
she felt as if his steady persistence was weay- 
§ng some sort of an invisible net from which 
she could not escape, and she grew nervous 
and half alarmed at the improbable fancy. 

But one day, whether purposely or not, 
Mr. Gates gave her an opportunity to repulse 
him. They were left a moment alone in the 
parlor, The faint twilight was settling in the 
corners, and throwing a shadowy halo over 
the gleaming whiteness of a little marble 
group of “ the Graces,” a glowing painting of 
an Italian sunset, and the proud, brilliant, 
beautiful face of Grace Huntington, Ie 
came up very closely to where she was stand- 
ing, saying carelessly and smilingly, as if it 
was an accepted and expected thing: 

“When we are married, my dear, I am 
going to have your portrait painted, and I 
Want you to wear this beautiful robe,’ touch- 
ing the elegant purple moire—*and look a3 
queenly and magnificent xs you do to-night.” 

“Sir!” she cried, turning upon him 
haughtily. 

“When we are married.” 

“Silence, sir!’ she interrupted, her great 
black eyes blazing and flashing. “ You shall 
not insult me in my father’s house!” 

What more might have passed between 
them if Mr, Huntington had not just then 
come into the room, must be left wholly to 
the imagination. Mr. Gates immediately fell 
into an easy, animated conversation—he was 
a fine conversationatist—with Mr. Munting- 
ton, and Grace was too proud to retire, lest 
he might faney he had the power to annoy 
and disturb her. As if he did not know that 
long ago! 

Presently Mrs. Muntington and Theo came 
In; lights were brought, and a casual ob- 
server, looking into the beautiful room, with 
its elegaut adornments and rich upholstery— 
its stately, handsome, smiling mistress, with 
the beautiful, delicate young face of her boy 
resting against her shoulder—its master, cool, 
elegant and self-possessed, with wealth and 
independence, and self-satisfaction written all 
over him; his partner, easy, graceful and 
handsome—his daughter, brilliant and queen- 
ly—a casual observer, I say, looking into this 
room would say that here, at least, there was 
nothing wanting to fill the measure of earth- 
ly felicity and content. And yet—and yet! 

Somehow the conversation glided from 
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general to special subjects, and an elopement 
which had occurred in a neighboring town 
led to quite an animated discussion upon the 
subject of elopements and estrangements in 
general, Mr. Gates contending that under 
certain circumstances it was the best thing 
for both parties, and Mr, Huntington deelar- 
ing strongly against it. 

“Talways think a woman's judgment, or 
intuition, as people persist in calling judg- 
ment in a woman, much clearer in these 
cases than a man’s,” said Mr. Gates, smiling- 
ly, with a careless glance towards Mrs, Hun- 
tington. “Now I submit the question to her 
decision, Is Mrs. Davidson, the lady who 
has left her husband, to be utterly condemned 
for the course she has taken?” 

He turned towards her as he spoke, in an 
easy, smiling, deferential manner. 

“T don't know the circumstances,” she 
replied, without meeting his glance. 

“T supposed you had read it in the papers 
—such things always get into the papers, you 
know. Perhaps you have noticed the eager- 
ness the general public has for scandals of 
this sort?” 

“JI do not know, yes, perhaps I have,” 
she answered, slowly. 

“Well, about this Mrs. Davidson. Your 
husband ean see no possible excuse for her, 
but being a woman I am sure you will be 
more lenient, and I shall gain anally. The 
story, as near as I can learn, fs as follows: 
Mrs. Annette Davidson and her husband 
Henry Davidson, did not live as pleasantly 
together as might have been desired, This 
was the beginning. After the estrangements 
and differences had opened the way tempta- 
tion crept in. Mr. Davidson did not appre- 
ciate his wife; on the contrary he went toa 
gout deal of trouble to make her life with 
him as repulsive and disagreeable as he could 
welldo, In this state of affairs Mrs. David- 
son naturally stood in need of sympathy and 
friendship, One Burdett, living somewhere 
thereabouts, a good Samaritan, it appears, 
found this poor woman and bound up her 
wounds, pouring in oi! and wine—of course I 
speak somewhat metaphorically—and one day 
last week took her away altogether, for safo 
keeping, I suppose. Now what do you say, is 
she guilty or not guilty?” 

He leaned a little forward as he aches the 
question, but Mrs. Tuntington did not ap- 
pear to see him. There was a vivid crimson 
spot in each of her cheeks, but she answered 
rather indifferently : 


“Tt would be altogether impossible for ma 
to decide a question of which I know nothing 
but rumors—of which no one here knows 
nothing but rumors.” 

«Perhaps you are right—indeed, Lam quite 
sure you are. But now that we are on this 
subject I want to get an opinion from you, 
Tam s0 sure you will agree with me, you see, 
and Mr. Tuntington will be out-voted,” he 
said, sniling. 

“But I tell you I know nothing of this Mrs, 
Davidson, Mr, Gates,” she replied, in a 
slightly vexed tone. 

* Certainly; I do not propose to mention 
that estimable lady’s name again,” was tho 
suave answer, “ You object to giving judg- 
ment in this case because none of us know 
aught but newspaper rumors, which I am 
compelled to adinit are not always perfectly 
reliable. But there once happened a some- 
what similar case wider my personal coxni- 
zance. 1 know this is correct. Now, Mr. 
Wauntington, as I shall want your verdict as 
well as your wife's, 1 bespeak your attention 
to the story.” 

“It is not a personal experience, I trust?” 
Grace said, sotto voce, 

“ Tappily not, as I have never had a wife,” 
he answered, with a low bow. “That 
pleasure is yet in store for me.” 

trace blushed hotly with vexation and 
mnortification, not only at his bow and sinile, 
aud meaning words, but that he should have 
heard what slipped involuntarily from her 
lips, and was not meant for his ear, 

©The affair ] ain about to relate,” resumed 
Gates, quietly, “happened several years ago, 
but ina social or moral question, like this, 
dates are of no particular account. Human 
nature is very much alike in all ages, anda 
religious or scientific truth accepted in one 
era which has been deemed heretical in 
another, finds no parallel in’ these social 
questions which affect only the heart and 
the morals. But to the story. 

“A gentleman whom we will call Verdier— 
though of course you understand that Ver- 
dier was not his name—married, after a 
brief acquaintanee, a young lady rather be- 
low himself in social standing, but fine-look- 
ing, ambitious and proud, There were those 
who hinted that pride and ambition were the 
chief incentives to the marriage on her part, 
but I have so exalted an opinion of the female 
character that I consider such a thing simply 
impossible.” 

Mrs. Huntington, who had been sitting 
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almost direetly facing the narrator, and in 
the full light, rose and moved back to a seat 
near the window, where only her profile was 
clearly visible. 

«This wedded pair lived together in the 
sweetest accord, as far as the outside world 
knew, for five years,” he continued, “They 
had one ehild, a bright, handsome boy—and, 
it is doubtless a fancy, but Theo always 
brings the child back to me as he looked the 
list time 1 saw him, after his mother had 
deserted him, and he had fallen into the rapid 
decline, induced, the physicians said, by ex- 
treme mental gricf and—” 

“Did the child die?” interrupted Mrs, 
Jinntington, in a sharp intense voice, turning 
her eyes for an instant towards his face in a 
quick wild sort of way, 

“Eycuse me, 1 beg. Tama miserable hand 
at relating events,” he replied, apologetically, 
“T aw not only exciting your fectings but 
prejudicing your Judgment by the inartistic 
way in which Iam telling the story. Let me 
go back and begin over again, They had, as 
Jsaid, a child of rare brightness, gentleness 
and beauty, The mother appeared passion- 
ately attached to him, and everything went 
merry as a marriage bell, apparently. Judge 
then, if you can, of the surprise, and horror, 
and indignation, and nearly every other sen- 
timent except adiniration, which convulsed 
the small quiet town in which they lived, 
when one morning the rumor ran through it 
that Mrs. Verdier had deserted her husband 
and child and gone to parts unknown! 
There is no place under the sun where scau- 
dal so runs riot, and grows, and thrives, aud 
luxuriates, as in one of your smal! quiet 


eee 


towns. It is the only license these very 
moral people allow themselves—the con- 
templation of somebody else’s shortcomings. 
It is curious how thoroughly they seem to 
enjoy it; itis one of those perplexing moral 
paradoxes I could never wholly understand.” 

“F think,” said Mr. Huntington, “that it 
would be impossible for them to condemn her 
too strongly. A woman who would commit 
such an act deserves neither pity nor con- 
sideration.” 

“There you go again!” Gates said, with a 
little langh, “Let me put in the extenuating 
circumstances. In the first place Verdier 
was not so rich as he had been represented 
to be; and in the second place they did not 
live quite as pleasantly together as was sup- 
posed—at least Verdier admitted that they 
sometimes had words. Again, Verdier had 
rather convivial habits, and—well, I think 
the woman quite right to better herself in the 
way she did; she certainly did make a for- 
tunate venture, and a very advantageous 
exchange.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Mr. Wun 
tington. 

“O, she married again, and—well, I believe 
that is all, except that she lived happy ever 
after,” he replied, with a laugh. “Do you 
not agree with me, Mrs. Huntington, that she 
deserved this pleasant fate?” 

“T do, Mr. Gates,” she answered, in a cleat 
ineisive voice, 

“And you, Mr. Iuntington ?” 

“T think,? he answered, deliberately, “if I 
was the man she disgraced to this last impo- 
sition, 1 cannot eall it marriage, that I should 
be tempted to shoot her!” 
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CHAPTER VII. 
OR several days Theo had been slightly 
ill. The fair little face drooped oftener 
wainst his mother’s shoulder, and the blue 
yeins in the snowy temples showed with 
greater distinctness. But the indisposition 
was considered but slight, and it was not 
thought necessary to call in a physician, 
Mr. Huntington was more than ever immersed 
jn business at this time, and though he would 
not admit it to himself, was not quite as 
hopeful and sure of his prosperity, financially, 
as he had generally been. ‘The season was a 
particularly dull one for trade, and somehow 
his affairs had got wnusually complicated 
since he had taken a partner in the business, 
though no blame could be attached to Mr. 
Gates, who had taken even more than his 
share of the care and interest of the firm 
upon himself! We was away at this time 
selling goods and making collections on out- 
standing debts ttpon previous consignments, 
which the agents had neglected or were un- 
able to collect. These goods had been sent 
mostly to Penusylvania—Williamsport and 
Reading—and to Princeton, New Jersey. Mr, 
Gates was absent nearly two weeks at these 
places, returning one evening quite unex- 
pectedly, and walking in upon Me. Hunting- 
ton rather abruptly as he sat at his desk in 
the littte office up one flight, back in the 
great carriage manufactory. The gentlemen 
shook hands, and Mr. Gates sank into a chair 
—an easy-chair, nicely stuffed and covered 
with green plush had found its way up the 
narrow stairs into the office, since Mr. Gates’s 
advent—wwith a little scareely perceptible air 
of disappointment, or dissatisfaction, at 
something. 

“Well?” said Mr, Huntington, pushing 
back the papers and sitting bolt upright on 
his stool. 

“Tave you placed full confidence in Copley, 
Mr. Huntington?” asked Gates, leisurely re- 
moving his rubbers, and brushing some 
spatters of mud from his coatsleeve. 

“I have. I have trusted him more than 
any man who has ever sold goods for me; 
why do you ask?” Mr, [funtington said, 
with an effort to appear indifferent. 


THIRD. 


“O, it is probably all right then. But 
when the fellow told me of three or four * 
failures of parties he had trusted with some 
of your best carriages, and the consequent 
loss—dead loez—on them, I, not knowing the 
man, was not sure he was perfectly honest. 
Tam glad you consider him reliable, and so 
we will pocket the loss as philosophically as 
we can.” 

“How much is it?” asked Huntington, 
quickly, 

“Well, about twelve hundred on the ear- 
riages, ant about eight hundred and fifty on 
other miscellaneous debts. I succeeded in 
getting several hundred which he considered 
doubtful, however, which is a thread of 
brightness, at least. [have also sold out the 
last consignment in alump, to be taken to 
the South. I made some reduction in price, 
judging it better policy to do so than to hold 
them with the risk of having them on our 
hands another season. I hope you will 
approve of what I have done.” 

Mr. Huntington’s eyes were upon the floor, 
and so he did not see the odd, inexplicable 
expression on his partner's face; very prob- 
ably he would not have noticed it if they had 
not been, not being particularly observant in 
fine shades of expression, 

“T wish you had discharged Copley alto- 
gether,” he said, after a little pause. “2 
don't think there will many more carriages 
go to Williamsport, and in fact to Reading 
either, for that matter. Why not ship our 
goods direct to the South, and save the profits 
these middle men make, for ourselves? we 
need it enough, Heaven knows!” wheeling 
abruptly about on his stool and drawing a 
pile of papers before him. 

“Then Ihave done right. I hardly dared 
mention the responsibility I had taken upon 
myself,” Gates said, in a tone of great appar- 
ent relief. “I have discharged Copley and 
settled the business all up in Pennsylvania, 
This was one reason I sold those last carriages 
at the sacrifice I mentioned, I wished the 
business closed there. I think if you could 
have gone there yourself a year ago it would 
have been five thousand dollars in your pocket. 
But it is no use to Jament what is beyond our 
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power to remedy. Tere is the money—four- 
tuvi thousand and seventy-seven dollars—see 
that itis all right, and then I believe I will 
go out to Chestnut Villa, this railroad riding 
tires me uamercifally.” 

Mr. Huntington counted the money, de- 
chived it what his partner had stated, and 
deposited it in the safe for the night, it being 
past banking hours, and the Arcadia Bank 
was not perhaps any safer place of deposit 
than his own strong safe, with a watebman 
always on duty about the building, 

When Mr. Gates went out he met Dick 
Mallory the watchman, just outside the 
lower door, 

“Ah Dick, good-evening, my good fellow,” 
he said, cordially. Mr. Gates had a faculty 
for appearing cordial. 

“Glad to see you back, sir,” said Dick, in- 
wardly gratified that Mr. Gates should con- 
deseend to shake hands with him so warmly; 
Mr. Ifuntington never did it in his life. 

“A chill raw night for your business,” 
shivering a3 the east wind blew the mist and 
fine storm in his face. 

“Yes sirs but I don’t mind it, I ain used to 
it,” was the cheerful answer, 

“Jf J didn’t know you were a strictly tem- 
perate fellow, Dick, I think Pd give you about 
two table-spoonfuls of brandy and cayenne 
that is left in my flask. Trode all last night 
and changed cars twice, and onee had to 
wait near an hour at a miserable little station 
not large enough: for the women and children, 
and consequently got chilled through and 
had quite a respectable ague, TD rather think 
it's a difficulty indigenous to the locality, for 
the station master said, with a sort of brisk 
alacrity, What he would give me something 
that would fix ine. Wast’t it warm, though! 
But it helped me to get better immediately. 
Phere was one other change, and not know- 
Ang how long we night have to wait through 
sacchlent or mismanagement, I accepted his 
proposition, and took enough for another 
dose in the Httle halfpint flask whieh he had 
itin, But the connection was perfect next 
tine, and here it is now,’ taking it from his 
preast pocket. “T’ve no further use for it, 
and youimay need it before morning, if this 
sort of thing continues. If you don’t want it 
toss it in the river, or anywhere you like. 
Good-night to you, Mallory, and pleasant 
-dreams!” he added, with a light laugh, as he 
turned and walked away. 

Grace had gone ont to visit a young Jady 
‘friend, and Bf{rs, Huntington and Theo were 





alone in the little back parlor, Thea cosily 
established on a sofa drawn up in front of the 
grate in which sparkled and flashed one of 
the brightest and cheeriest of wood fires 
imaginable. Suddenly the door opened and 
Mr. Gates stood framed in the doorway. 
‘They had never met, save the next morning 
at breakfast, since the evening of the diseus- 
sions mentioned in the last chapter. It did 
not seem probable, though, that so irrelevant 
a matter could be long remembered by either, 
and it could not therefore have been that 
which sent the blood so suddenly from Amy 
Tluntington’s face. ‘The woman was probably 
nervous, and easily startled at sudden dis- 
turbances, like the majority of her sex. 

“This is delightful, Mrs. Huntington,” he 
said, coming forward and taking the hand she 
mechanically extended. “Do you know I 
fancy you must be the happiest woman in 
the world, without a need; an anxiety or a 
regret.” 

He was holding her hand and looking 
curfously in her face as he said this, a faint 
mocking smile in his dark handsome eyes, 

“Tam glad you are so wise as to see it, 
Mr. Gates,” she answered, quictly. “I have, 
however, been a little anxious about Theo 
these few days past, but he is better now,’ 
caressing the little hand that was reached out 
towards her. 

“Ah? Mr. Tuntingion did not mention 
it, He is so chary of speaking of these 
things which lie the nearest his heart—his 
wife and children, Tle keeps up an appear- 
ance of interest and devotion to “business, 
on purpose to deceive people as to where his 
treasure really is. You are a fortunate 
woman in having such a husband, my dear 
jnadam.” 

“Thank you,” she responded, coldly. 

“O, it’s nothing to thank me for--at least 
it never has been, so far,” he answered, with 
a faint accent on the last words, “It is, 
though, really a uiatter for thankfulness when 
one has a husband whose ‘heart safely trusts 
in her, like the woman mentioned in the 
Scriptures—the virtuous woman, I believe it 
was?” looking up questioningly in her face. 

“Fave you made a successful trip, Mv 
Gates?” she asked, without noticing his last 
remark or question. 

Curiously enough, he suddenly changed 
color and dropped his eyes. 

“Well, I ain sorry to say matters were not 
just as your husband expected,” he said, 
with a little appearance of reluctance to 
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disturb her with unfavorable business news, 
“Tle is not quite as rich as he believed him- 
self to be, but aman ia his cireumstauces 
does not mind a little loss of a thousand or 
two. By the way, my dear Mrs. Huntington, 
Lhave a little matter I was wishing to men- 
tion to you, and I may find no more favorable 
opportunity than the present. Are you quite 
sure Theo is better?” he asked, interrupting 
himself, and bending over the boy with a 
tender appearance of anxiety. “I don’t like 
to see iw lovk as he does now, he reminds 
me so much of the little child I was speaking 

. of the other eveniug—Verdier'’s child, you 
remember.” 

“Did—did he die?” she asked, faintly. 

“} heard that he did; mourned himself to 
death for his mother, some said. Others 
said it was the lack of care he received; there 
were so many to be looked after in a place 
like that, i¢ wouldn’t be reasonable to expect 
a chil to get the care and attention he would 
from his mother—such for instance as you 
give your child? 

“Such a place as what?” she asked, with 
sudden sharpness, 

“Why, the asylam where they carried him, 
of course; didn’t I say that Verdier cleared 
out after his wife deserted him? = Poor fellow! 
T have no doubt he was nearly distracted, and 
so forgot his duty to his child. Rather an 
unpleasant affair all round, especially the 
death of the child, who was, at least, inno- 
eent, Can you explain how it is that the 
innocent so invariably suffer with the guilty ? 
As, for instance, you or 1 commit a wrong or 
an errer—not that we are more liable to do 
so than others—but just for the sake of 
Wastration—and all whom we love, or who 
Jove us, are iminediately involved in our dis- 
grace and shame. It hardly seems justice, 
does it?” he asked, with the air of a man 
trying to solve some intricate providential 
prob'em, but with a curious mocking light In 
his eyes Ghat more than half denied his 
sincerity of interest. 

“No, [do not think it is justice,’ she an- 
swered, ore emphatically than she had yet 
spoken, and a trifle bitterly, besides. “ This 
terrible and inexorable flaw has dragged down 
scores of innocent ones to destruction and 
misery; not fram any faultof theirs, not from 
any wrong intent, or wish, er desire. No, it is 
not justice!” 

She rose from her chair and walked once 
or twice across the room excitedly, her face 
colorless and her eyes flashing. Edmund 


Gates watched her covertly from under his 
lowered lids, but he made no appearance of 
noticing her exeitement. When she came 
and sat down he said quietly: 

“Now, before we wander off upon further 
discussions, 1 think I had Letter speak of the 
matter I mentioned just now. It is rather a 
difficult and delicate matter to broach, and 
perhaps I should go to Mr. Huntington, but 
T had a fancy that your influence might have 
more weight in the matter. Simply, then, I 
love your daughter, and wish to marry her. 
Thave not the vanity to suppose her very 
deeply in love with me, but F think you could 
persuade her to receive me favorably, ‘This 
is why I have come to you. J think I can 
safely count on your cooperation. I do not 
think you will choose the allernatizve.” 

There was one little swift glance into the 
handsome smiling, mocking eyes, and Amy 
TJuntington answered in a low unsteady 
voice: 

“I—I will speak to her—I will do all I 
can.” 

The conference had closed just in time, for 
Mr. Tfuntington's step already sounded in 
the hall, Mr. Gates rose up to go. 

“ Remember—these are wy only terms,” he 
said, as he passed by her to the dining-room 
door, through which he disappeared just as 
Mr, Huntington came in from the hall, 

lt was nearly ten o'clock when Grace 
Muntington got home, but she found her 
mother waiting for her in the back parlor, 
She was quite alone, and—perhaps it was 
weariness, perhaps anxiety for Theo, perhaps 
the weird flickering firelight flashing across 
her face—looked so wan, and old, and O, so 
desolate and hopeless, that Grace instinctively 
recalled the vision she had seen in the mirror 
that June evening almost six montlis ago. 

“You should not have sat up for me, dear 
mother,” she said, coming up and touching 
her forehead with her red smiling lps, 
“Lye had a magnificent time; there were 
lots of nice people there—or perhaps I should 
say ‘the beauty and elite of Areadia were 
well represented’ That certainly sounds 
more clegant, besides being original! There 
was a Mr. Ingraham there—a cousin of the 
Morleys—who knows father very intimately, 
he says. I don’t know as it is etiquette, but 
I gave him a very warm invitation to call— 
he’s a splendid man, mother, I know you'll 
like him.” 

“Yes dear, I presume so,” she answered, 
absently, The truth was she had a very 
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yague idea of what Grace had been saying 
since she came into the room. “Grace,” she 
said, with an abruptness that made that 
young Jady start so violently that she 
dropped a pretty shell bracelet she had 
just slipped from her wrist, breaking it into 
three pieces against the marble of the table. 

“Never mind it now,? Mrs. Huntington 
said, as Grace stooped to pick the pieces from 
the carpet where they had fallen, “I want to 
talk to you a moment, my daughter. Mr. 
Gates has this evening informed me that ke 
loves you and wishes you to become his wife. 
You could not do anything which would add 
so much to my whole future happiness as to 
accept his offer, Grace.” 

“Mother, Mr. Gates can never be anything 
to me more than the merest friend; not that 
even, if he persists in persecuting me in this 
way,” she interrupted, hastily. 

“Do not answer yet, take time to think of 
it,’ she said, iu a pleading voice. “T know 
he may seem old to you, but you will soon 
cease tomind that. He is fine looking and—-” 

“Mother, I am engaged to Fred Mont- 
gomery; need there be anything more said 
on this unpleasant subject?” she interrupted, 
in a faintly impatient tone. 

“Engaged to Frederic Montgomery !? 

“Certainly; is there anything so very 
dreadful in that—at least for you? You 
couldin’t expect me to marry into a more 
‘perfectly unexceptionable’ family, surely; 
and as for the gentleman himself, is he not 
the model of elegance, and good-breeding, 
and—and deportment?” smiling faintly, and 
just a little wearily. 

“But do you love him, my child?” she 
asked, anxiously, the strong mother-love for 
the moment overcoming every other fecling, 
and making her ehild’s happiness the one 
thought of her heart. 

“QO, don’t let us talk sentiment at this hour 
of the night, my darling mother,” Grace re- 
plied, with a litte rippling laugh. “1 trust T 
am Christian enough to love even my ene- 
mies—with mental reservation—and my 
neighbor as myself. How is Theo this 
evening?” her voice suddenly softening, and 
losing its indifferent tone. 

“Nearly well, { think. Te has slept nearly 
all the evening, and hardly roused when his 
father carried him up to bed. Grace, once 
more; is it quite too late for you to consider 
Mr. Gates’s proposal?” she asked, rising and 
coming to her daughter's side, 

“There has never been a time when it was 


not too late,” she replied, haughtily. “T did 
not know before that you were such a zealous 
partisan of his. I am sorry to disappoint 
you—very! Good-night. Don't let my love 
affairs keep you awake, they never do me—in 
fact, they are the least of all my troubles 
under the sun;” and with a bow and a cool 
smilo she gathered up her long train of 
rustling silk and ran lightly up to her 
room, 

The hands of the pretty marble-and-bronze 
clock on the mantel pointed to twelve, and 
still Amy Huntington sat in a low chair, be- 
fore the blackened and dying embers in the - 
grate, her hands crossed nervously in her lap, 
and a look of terrible apprehension and 
despair in her white weary face. 





CHAPTER VII. 

A HEAVY northeast wind and rain was 
drenching the streets, and making the earth 
literally “a vale of tears,’ when Richard 
Huntington and his partner drove down to 
their place of business. It was quite early, 
and the streets looked desolate, and gloomy, 
and wretched, as only country streets can 
under a drenching autuinnalrain, The dead 
leaves were swept into long sombre winrows, 
and the few late asters by the roadside, which 
had withstood the frosts, Jay crushed, and 
broken, and dismembered, their blue eyes half 
closed as if in death, 

The employees of the establishment had 
nearly all arrived, and the busy sounds of 
labor and the hum of voices gave cheerful- 
ness and life to the general desolation whick 
ruled out of doors. 

“A fire in the office, Tom,” Mr. Huntington 
said, looking into one of the rooms on the 
lower floor, where most of the labor of the 
establishment was done. 

“Yes str,” responded the boy, and almost 
immediately appeared behind him on the 
stairs with a hod of coal. 

“We shall have to start tho furnaces 
Monday, I think, Gates; it will be more 
economical than these separate fires, now that 
it is getting so late in the season,” Mr. Hun- 
tington said, as they stood waiting for the boy 
to kindle the fire, : 

“Yes, it will be better, I think,” Gates re- 
sponded, adding, after the boy had gone out, 
“T suppose, as it is pay day to-morrow, we 
shall want some of that money. Perhaps we 
had better find out just how much, and de- 
posit the rest this morning. Money is alittle 
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too tight just now to run any risks of 
losing what we have at our command.” 

“T have kept more or less money here every 
day and night of the years that [have carried 
on the business, and [never losta penny yet,” 
Tluntington said, with the air of a man who 
does not wish to be disputed. 

“And for that matter, probably never will,” 
was the response, “But you will admit, I 
suppose, that it will be more profitable to in- 
yest what we do not wish to use?” 

“T certainly propose to do so inmediately 
the pay rollis made up. We will attend to 
itat once. Here is the key to the safe; bring 
the trunk here; it contains some twelve 
hundred dollars, besides the fourteen thousand 
and fifty you brought yesterday.” 

Mr. Gates took the key and went towards 
the safe. 

“My God, Tuntington!? he exclaimed, 
excitedly, “look here.” 

Mr, Huntington was at his side instantly, 
aud together the two men bent down and 
examined the safe. The outer lock had beén 
most adroitly picked; the inner compartment, 
which contained the money, very cleverly 
aud artistically blown open, the heavy iron 
door hanging against the masoury of the 
outer compartment, which was partially 
blown away on the inside, 

Mr, Wuntington reached in mechanically 
and took out the trunk. It was nearly half 
full of bonds, notes, deeds, etc.; but the 
money, both packages, was gone. 

“There must be no time lost,’ Gates ex- 
claimed, springing to his feet; “if only I had 
left the money at the bank!” 

* Banks are robbed sometimes, perhaps you 
know,” Huntington said, shortly, his face 
cold and stern. “I'd like the pleasure of 
shooting the scoundrel who did this, 
however.” 

Immediately measures were taken to ferret 
out the perpetrator of this daring burglary. 
Dick Mallory had been in the building all 
night, and had not seen or heard anything but 
the wind and rain. 

“Probably if there had been an earthquake 
he would have thought it the effects of the 
wind,’ Mr. Huntington said, angrily, inly de- 
termining to discharge him forthwith. One 
thing seemed particularly strange. The oflice 
door had been locked by Mr, Huntington 
himself on the previons evening. ‘There was 
but one key to that lock, which was a peculiar 
one, and that key had not been out of his 
possessioll & moment, as he was entirely 


positive, There was no appearance of any 
one’s having entered by the windows, which 
elosed with strong springs, and were besides 
fifteen feet from the ground, over a_ soft, 
clayey lawn, which would have immediately 
revealed any demonstrations in that direction, 

‘The usual detective measures were taken, 
Dick Mallory diseharged— for inattention to 
duty” and the partners waited with what 
grace they could, the suecess of their efforts, 
Mr. Gates the more hopeful of the two, as he 
Nad been the more active and vigorous in the 
inauguration of measures for the recovery of 
the money. Somehow Mr. Wuntingtou had 
seemed rather disheartened and depressed by 
the affair, than indignant, as would naturally 
be supposed from his temperament he would 
have been, Did the great carriage manu- 
facturing business show sigus of tottering to 
ruin? 

It was the evening of the third day after 
the robbery that Grace sat alone, reading, in 
the back parlor, when Mr. Gates eame quietly 
in. She rose immediately, and was on the 
pojnt of leaving the room, when he said, very 
politely: 

“If you would give me your attention a 
moment, Miss untington, T should feel 
obliged.” 

She sat down facing him, and looked 
steadily in his face with a cool questioning 
gaze. It would have disconcerted some men, 
but Mr. Gates merely looked amused, 

1] suppose,” he said, coming and standing 
directly before her, and looking witha sort of 
bold admiration into her face, “ that a man of 
my years is supposed to have outlived senti- 
ment, as, if ie asks a woman to be his wife, 
he does it in common prosaic language, going 
into nu unnecessary raptures about ‘angels, 
and the like. I should hate terribly to do 
anything contrary to the received opinion, 
besides I have my doubts about your being 
an angel—quite! But you are what suits me 
better; a proud, spirited and,” stepping a 
little nearer and leaning over her, “ gloriously 
handsome woman, and 1 love you—and will 
you marry me?” 

«“T will not!’ she replied, in a tone that 
was as sharp and clear and cold as ice. 

«T think you had better, Miss Huntington,” 
he said, without evident embarrassment or 
emotion. 

“Mr. Gates, are you aware you are imperti- 
nent?” she asked, haughtily, the magnificent 
eyes flashing and darkening. 

“No, amd? Lreally ti:iuk you had better 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


Am [ to blame for saying so? believe your 
mother agrees with me, notwithstanding Mr, 
Montgomery’s manifold attractions and prior 
claim.” 

“Mr. Gates,” she said, rising, “may I re- 
quest that you will bring this interview to an 
end as quickly as possible? JI shall marry 
Mr. Montgomery, agreeable to my promise—” 

“Texeuse me for doubting a lady’s word,” 
he interrnpted. 

“And if T should not, E would sooner throw 
myself into the Mohawk than be your wife, 
sir!” she retorted. 

Aslow flush crept into his white cheek, 
showing plainly through the dark heavy 
beard, but he gave no other sign of discom- 
posure. 

“Perhaps you will not believe me,” he said, 
quietly and suavely, “but it is nevertheless 
true that Iam less sorry for myself, than for 
you, for,’ his voice growing suddenly fierce 
and passionate, “I do love you, Grace Hun- 
tington, and for that love's sake I was willing 
to forego something which is said to be as 
sweet—revenge! Your answer is final, is it, 
Miss Huntington ?” 

“Tt is—utterly and irrevocably final, Mr. 
Gates, I hope you will not put me to tho 
trouble to repeat itazain, Iam heartily tired 
of your persecutions, and T can think of 
nothing that can be harder or more diflictlt 
to endure than your ‘love,’ as you call it.” 

“Possibly you may find something harder 
even than that,” the slow sullen red rising to 
his temples. “If you ever should, remember 
you had the chance to avert it offered you, 
and you scorned it. Good-evening, Miss 
Huntington.” 

“Good-evening, Mr. Gates,” she replicd, 
coldly, 

“T have been a fool to be won from my 
purpose—the purpose which brought me 
here—the desire and purpose of twenty years 
—hby the handsome tace of a girl!” Gates 
said angrily, to himself when he had gained 
his own room, “Well, that folly is pretty 
effectually Jaid, I trast. I think I will see 
what virtue there is in stones now, like the 
farmer in the fable.” 

Mrs, Amy Iluntington was brushing out 
her magnificent hair before the elegant swing- 
ing mirror over the marble-topped dressing- 
table in her chamber, Theo had gone out 
for a drive with Grace; the air was so clear 
and bright and sof they hoped it might bring 
a little warmth into the pale face. The house 
was very quict and still, and a sort of dreamy 


languor brooded over the hills and valleys, 
and over the river rolling leisurely below, en- 
veloped in a faint silvery mist, with shafis of 
gold here and there where the sunshine 
touched it. 

Into this languorons atmosphere of sweet- 
ness and silence the sharp ring of a boot-liee} 
on the gravel stnote with distinetness. Mrs, 
Huntington dropped her brash and leaned 
over the table and looked out. She saw her 
husband just disappearing reund the corner 
of the house, and almost instantly heard him 
coming through the long hall below. He 
paused at the drawing-roomn door an instant, . 
and she thought she heard him speak; the: 
he caine hastily up the stairs. He came in, 
turned suddenly and bolted the door, and 
then came and stood before her. She knew 
then that her hour wascome! Twenty years 
of Jove, and tenderness, and devotion were 
swept away like stubble before the fierce 
anger that burned in his heart at that 
moment, 

“Ainy,” how sharp and hard his roice was! 
© toll ne truly, before God, did you ever hear 
that pitiable story which Gates told the other 
evening about some people whom he catled 
* Verdier?” 

® Richard, he did not tell it as it was—not 
all,” she cried, cowering away from him. 

“You-do know the story then! You were 
that miserable woman—you, with your pro- 
fessions of devotion—” 

*() Richard, my husband, hear me," she 
interrupted, putting out her hands pleadingly. 

“Your husband!” he said, slowly, with 
scornful emphasis, ‘Are you quite sure, 
madam, that he is dead yet? 1 understand 
itis by no means certain.” 

«© But, Richard, he was not—” 

“Sdlence, woman!” he interrupted, fiercely. 
“T will not listen to any of your miserable 
subterfuges. Do you think that I would be- 
Vieve 8 word you might say, ifsyou took the 
most solemm oaths under heaven? 1 tell you, 
no! Lutterly despise and detest you. I? 

“O Richard! have you no mercy?” she 
cried, catching at his arm, “O Richard, I 
love you so!” 

He pushed her away, but she clung to him, 
falling on her knees, her long silken hair fall- 
ing over her shoulders to the floor. 

“QO Richard, for the love of heaven, hear 
me,” she implored, lifting her patlid face to 
his, 

“Amy Clive—Verdier, or whatever your 
alias may be—I wish to be distinctly under- 
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stond, once for all,” he said, in that hard in- 


flexible tone which had neither love, nor pity, ' 


nor mercy in it, “from this hour [ utterly 
repudiate and cast you of You are no wifo 
of mine—why should I keep you here? You 
have proved that & woman can keep a secret, 
—when she has her own shame to conceal by 
it. A woman whose reputation is at stake 
would naturally be expected to play a strong 
deep game. T congratulate you upon your 
success and cleverness, but the play is ended.” 

“QO Richard, yor will not send me away 
from you—from my children?” she gasped, 
her lips white as death. 

“IT shall take immediate steps for a separa- 
tion, madam. I shall noé take measures for a 
divorce, as the probability is (hat you are not 
my wife.” 

“fam,Tam,” she sobbed. “0, if only you 
would let me tell you how it was—how he 
deceived me, and—” 

“You are a very clever actress,” he said, 
scornfally, “1f you are ever in doubt about 
an occupation, I would suggest you try that 
—provided marrying for a living fails you.” 

The white face drovped on the clasped 
hands, and fora moment a dead oppressive 
silence reigned in the room. It was broken 
by Mr. Huntington’s saying, in a cold impas- 
sive voice: 

“There need be no explanation made to 
the public of the cause of this separation. 
You can say you are going to travel; one 
falsehood more added to twenty years of an 
acted lie, will not probably trouble you great- 
ly. You can make your preparations as 
soon as possible, always remembering the 
sooner you take yourself out of my sight the 
better I shall be pleased. The disgrace is 
bitter enough without being reminded of it 
by your presence. Of course, I shall furnish 
you with fands, though not to live quite as 
luxuriantly, perhaps, as you would like, and 
which seems to have been your ruling ambi- 
tion throughout.” 

“Richard, you were not a rich man when 
T mused you in that little farmhouse, so 
long ago, O Richard! for the sake of thosa 
old days, have merey,” she cried, starting up. 

A sudden wave of dull red surged up to 
the roots of the heavy iron-gray hair of 
Richard Tuntington. But whatever may 
have been the cause of so unusual a phenom- 
enon, it. was net a sign of softening or relent- 
ing. The grave was not more cruel or inex- 
orable, nor the uether millstone harder than 
his heart at that moment. 7 ‘ 


CHAPTER IX. 

West Ixenairam, Esa. was a brilliant and 
promising young lawyer who had already, at 
twenty-eight, attained an etviable popular- 
ity. is father had been a judge at five and 
thirty, and five years thereafter had dicd 
from the effects of being thrown from his 
horse. West was just sixteen, then, a brave, 
resolute, ambitious Jad, already determined 
to follow his father’s profession. Judge In- 
graham, like very many professional men, left 
his family nearly penniless. Ilis wife was a 
deiicate, helpless sort of a woman—belonging 
to the “ivy ” family, so highly lauded aud ad- 
mired by mankind, or, that portion of them 
who go into raptures over pretty, clinging, 
dependent women, who have not the ambi- 
tion nor ability to keep themselves from being 
thrown down and trodden under foot, if the 
“oak” happens to fall, or be cut down—and, 
of course, being this sort of woman, was little 
help to her boy in his efforts to reach the 
goal he had set for himself, and which, Tam 
happy to say, he never permitted himself for 
one single hour to lose sight of or cousider 
unattainable. 

Well, he was, as I said, twenty-cight, now; 
a man of integrity as well as talents, eloquent 
in his life as in his language, and ambitious 
for goodness as weil as greatness. His moth- 
er had been dead a year, but the faithful old 
servant who had been in the family since his 
boyhood still remained with him, the two 
keeping house very comfortably and cosily 
together, Aunt Mollie's only desire being that 
“Mr. West would bring home a wife to bright- 
en up the house,” to whieh he gallantly re- 
plied that he “was quite sure he could never 
find one half as bright, and nice, and hand- 
some as auntie.” 

West Ingraham, Esq. had not forgotten the 
cordial unconventional invitation to vivit 
Chestnut Villa, neither had he forgotten the 
beautiful inviter—if such a word is allowable 
—and had it not been for the robbery, aud 
the consequent trouble and excitement it 
must inevitably have brought to them all, he 
would have sooner availed himself ofit. But 
it was nearly a week, now, and he had but 
two days longer to stay, and so he decided to 
go that evening. I cannpt believe that a 
glimpse of a bright glowing face, which flash- 
ed a brief smile upon him from a passing car- 
riage window, making him for an instant 
forget even the brightness of the sunshine, 
had anything to do with his decision. 

It is something altogether marvellous, the 
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power a human being possesses of hiding 
himself—his real self, his heart—out of sight. 
He may be in the most bitter travail of soul 
and yet his face be smiling, his voice steady 
and his speech light. The mask shuts in 
the man, and shuts out the world alike, It 
is astonishing how little we know of even our 
daily associates or most intimate friends, We 
are surprised sometimes at some act they 
perform or some thought they express, We 
had never imagined such a thing was in 
them, 

When West Ingraham was ushered into 
the pleasant drawing-room at Chestnut Villa, 
and introduced by Grace to the handsome 
stately woman whom with a little smile of 
pride she called “my mother,” how utterly 
impossible was it for him to suspect the de- 
spairing anguish of sou) the fair pale face 
and quiet manner so completely concealed. 

If he fancied, which he probably did not, 
that Mr. Huntington was a trifle less social 
than usual, he very naturally would attribute 
itto the financial trouble that had befallen 
him. 

I have, however, a very strong conviction 
that Mr. West Ingraham id not enter into a 
very deep study of but one face there, and 
that one person’s vivacity and captivating 
manners made him far less observant of oth- 
ers than on ordinary occasions. Let no one 
fancy by this that he conversed much with 
Grace, for he did not; indeed, she said very 
little at all; very likely that was the reason 
he remembered all she did say. A hint, by 
the way to heavy talkers who think to im- 
press themselves on others by their “much 
speaking.” 

Very naturally the conversation turned on 
the affair of the burglary, and Mr. Ingraham 
related some instances of similar thefts in his 
knowledge, some of which had very curious 
and entirely unexpected denonements, 

“The darkest. and most unaccountable 
afair with which I have had to do personally 
js one in which I am at this time engaged,” 
he said, after relating « case in which the 
wife of a man had taken the money that was 
lost, using his keys, which she took from his 
person while he was sleeping. “ ‘There is not 
to this case,” he continued, “ anything appar- 
ently complicated, and yet it nonplussed some 
of the wisest judicial heads in the region 
where it occurred, a dozen years ago. 

“T have a passion for these intricate cases 
that seem to shut the door squarely in one’s 
face. There is something exhilarating to me 


ina pursuit that continually eludes and per- 
, plexes, I remembered of reading up the case 
at the time, and of wishing I was qualified to 
undertake it. Well, after twelve years, I have 
done so. I have takenit rather asa pastime, 
though, than as an ordinary work. After 
this lapse of time it does not seem very prob- 
able that I shall meet with much success, 
but this very improbability and uncertainty 
is my greatest incentive, for fame and gain, 
the common inspiration to labor, are both 
lacking in this case trom the two facts that 
the affair has ceased to attract interest, and 
that the parties are poor. 

“The chief circumstance in the case is as 
follows: An eccentric, odd sort of a man, 
natned Gordon, made a sale of some property 
valued at seventeen thousand dollars, to one 
Lovell, who gave him a draft on a certain 
city bank for that amount. Tle kept it in his 
possession, it seems, several weeks, and finally 
gave it to a broker, or rather sent it to him 
by his manservant, to get cashed for him, as 
he wished some money to invest in a busi- 
ness in another State where his nephew, 
whom he intended making his heir, was 
struggling to establish himself with a small 
eapital against the heavy odds of old influen- 
tial and wealthy firms, The man stoutly 
averred that he took the draft to Mr. Deming 
the broker, who as stoutly averred that he 
never saw or heard of such a draft, in which 
statement his partner, also a clerk, fully sus- 
tained him, they being in the office at the 
time the draft was said to have been sent, 
Ag it happened, another draft from Lovell, 
payable to another party, was in their hands 
at the same time. This they had a memo- 
randum of, as was their custom with all busi- 
ness transactions, but Gordon’s was not there, 
and they deelared it had never been received. 
But, strangely enough, the cashier ‘of the 
bank in question said it was brought to him 
that forenoon by Deming & Co.’s young man, 
and he had paid him the money, Mr. Lovell 
himself having been in the bank the previous 
day and spoken to them about it, supposing 
it had already been presented. 

“This, you must: understand, did not eome 
out for nearly two weeks, as Mr. Gordon was 
il during that time, and supposing the mon- 
ey in the hands of his friend Deming, rested 
perfectly easy about it. It would. be time 
enough to take it when he got able enough 
to go to his nephew. Before that. time, how- 
ever, a despatch came to him with the intel- 
ligence that his nephew was dead, his death 
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belng the result of one of those terrible ma- 
chinery accidents that so frequently occur. 
Fle had left a wife and daughter, and Bfr, 
Gordon resolved to go to them immediately, 
and take the business bis nephew had so 
suddenly dropped, and put his capital into it, 
and finally give both the benefit of it and the 
capital itself into the hands of his nephew's 
wife, for herself and child. 

“Mr. Gordon had been, as E said, i for 
nearly two weeks, and he had to be taken In 
a carriage, very carefully, for there was a dif- 
ficlty about his heart which made violent 
motion extremely painful to him. Then came 
the denouement about the money. The ex- 
citement of the affair aggravated Mr. Gor- 
don’s disease terribly, making him altogether 
unfit for any action in the matter. Mr. 
Deming, however, whose business integrity 
was involved, took the most active incasures 
to discover the culprit, for some one must 
have the money, since the bank had paid it. 
But here the testimony of the young man to 
whom the cashier said he paid it came in, 
corroborated by a gentleman who, being in 
Deming’s office that morning, had accompa- 
nied him to the bank on some business of his 
own, and had stood by while young Alvord 
presented the checks and received the money, 
and he positively affirmed that no such draft 
as Gordon’s was presented, while both Dem- 
ing and his partner as positively affirmed 
that Uhey had given no such draft into his 
hauds for presentation. Just here matters 
were interrupted by the death of Mr. Gordon, 
hastened greatly, if not entively caused by 
the excitement consequent upon losing, at 
his time in life—he was nearly seventy— 
newly every dollar he was worth in the 
world. He left, among his papers, a will giv- 
Ing everything he was worth to his nephew 
—the will, of course, having been written 
previous to his nephew's death, ‘The widow 
of the nephew now took up the case, but 
after expending nearly every penny of the 
small property left by her husband, she was 
forced to abandon it, leaving it in almost 
precisely the condition she found it, The 
bank, represented by fhe cashier, had the 
draft to substantiate their statement that 
they had paid the money. Deming & Co. 
had equally strong proof that they had never 
presented it. Darrell, the manservant of Mr. 
Gordon, stubbornly insisted that he carried 
the draft as directed, though he didn’t then 
know what it was, If any ono inclined to 
the belief that Darrell, presented it himself, 


that supposition was nullified by the positive 
assertion of the bank officers that Darrell 
was not in the bank that day, nor, in fact, 
ever to their knowledge, and if he had been 
they should not have paid so large a sum in- 
to his hands, he being considered rather a 
vagabondish, irresponsible sort of a fellow, 
whom Mr, Gordon had pieked up because he 
could get his services at a bargain—a very 
finportant item with him. The theory at 
last settled upon was that Darrell must have 
lost the envelop containing the draft, and 
some one picked it up and presented it. This 
was met by the cashier's positive assertion 
that no stranger presented a check, and bo- 
sides, the bank didn’t pay out mauey ta 
strangers. Thus the matter rested, aud 
Charles Lester's widow—for it was your 
neighbor, Mrs. Miriam Lester, who was to 
inherit the money—went quietly and bravely 
to work to support herself and daughter. I 
am aware that it looks like rather a quixotic 
undertaking, for me to think of discovering 
anything new at this late day, but, as I said, 
Thave taken it up asa sort of pastime, hop- 
ing, nevertheless, very earnestly, that some 
good may come of it, if nothing more than 
the punishment of the guilty party. Perhaps 
I might say, en passant, that I have a very 
strong faith in the inevitableness of punish- 
ment. I believe in the strongest and most 
literal definition of the declaration that the 
‘Lord will by no means clear the guilty, 
Years of steady success—years even of up- 
right living and repentance may come be- 
tween, but some day his sin will find bin out 
and he will suffer his just deserts. No more; 
I do not consider it a hard or revengefil law, 
but simply the just and equitable working of 
the divine law of compensation—of cause and 
effect.” 

“But you leave no place for forgiveness, 
for pity, for consideration of temptation, and 
deception of others which led him to it, may- 
be,” Mrs Huntington said, in a low voice, 
without lifting her eyes. 

“T believe the laws of cause and effect aro 
immutable. Pity and forgiveness may exist 
and be actively at work at the same time 
that the punishment descends. Fire wilt 
burn, and sin will receive its recompense, as 
well. But even while the punishment is 
most severe the heart may be lightest if re 
pentance has earned forgiveness, the forgive- 
ness which softens, and strengthens, and up- 
lifts the soul, which takes away the love of 
sin, rather than grants it a weak exemption 
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from punishment,” Mr. Ingraham said, ear- 
nestly, his fine face lighting up. 

“T would give a year of my life to hear hin 
make a plea, one that his heart and con- 
science were jn,” Grace thought, with a sud- 
den strange glow at her heart. 

© T believe in making people suffer for their 
crimes and deceptions,” Mr. Huntington said, 
sternly, with a glance at his wife, which no 
one else saw but herself. 

The conversation here took a lighter turn 
for a half honr, and then Mr. Ingraham 
took his leave, with a curious feeling of reluc- 
tance and regret for which he was quite at a 
loss to account, But as he walked slowly to- 
ward his Cousin Morley’s, there rose, phoenix- 
like from the ashes of his perplexity, a beau- 
tiful picture which brought a faint glow to 
his pulses to remember. It was a beautiful 
girl, with a faint smile on her proud ‘face and 
in her glorious eyes. A superb form, just 
suiting the matchless face, from which fell 
away rich folds of shimmering lilac silk, and 
the background an elegantly upholstered 
room, with rich warm shades of maroon in 
the carpet, bringing into strong contrast the 
heavy gilt-framed pictures which adorned 
the waits. When West Ingraham returned 
to New York, he took the picture with him, 
little dreamiug what a different setting it 
would have when next he looked upon it. 

Sometime the next forenoon, Grace came 
suddenly into her mother's dressing-room, 
and found her on her knees before an open 
trunk, in whieh lay a few articles of wearing 
apparel, while more were on the chair and 
table. 

“Mother! What does this mean?” 
cried, in surprise. 

“If am going away,” she said, faintly, 
leaning low over the trank, 

“ Going away!” 

“Yes, to—to travel,” a faint tinge of color 
ereeping to her face, 

Grace came and knelt beside the trunk, 
and took both her mother's hands firmly in 
hers, ler lips had grown suddenly firm 
and white, and her eyes had a dull yellow 
fire flaming steadily in them. 

“Mother, you must tell me the meaning of 
this,” she said, quietly and firmly. “I know 
that you would not leave home in November 
to travel merely. Father would not—” 

“Ttis your father’s wish that I go, Grace,” 
she interrupted, in a faltering tone which 
she tried to. keep steady. “You must not 
blaine him too severely for casting me of— 


she 


for he has done that—for he believes mo 
wicked and base, and he has always been so 
sternly upright himself that he has nu pa- 
tience with any who are not a3 blameless.” 

“But you, mother?” Grace cried, her 
voice sharp and quick, 

“Do you remember the story he told one 
night about a woman who left her husband 
and echild—” 

“You mean Gates?” she asked, hotly; 
“the gentleman partuer of my father! And 
this is what he meant, is it? Mother, I will 
not believe you did wrongly unless you tell 
me yourself that you did,” she said, gravely. 

“T did leave my child—that was wrong; I 
left Luke Venner, and because I was driven 
to it, because I could not stay and respect 
wyself—beeause, he said, I was not his wife!” 
She bowed her head suddenly, her face crim- 
son with shame at the thought, and the con- 
fession of what she had been, to her proud, 
high-spirited daughter, 

Grace did not speak, but she leaned over 
and kissed the half-hidden face, tightening 
the clasp of the trembling hands, as she did 
so. Then she rose up softly and left the 
room, She must have time to think at this 
terrible crisis, which had come so suddenly 
into their lives. For two hours Grace Hun- 
tington was Jocked in her chamber. What 
fearful battles she fought with herself in that 
time no one can ever know, but the look 
that was on her face when she at length came 
out told something of the struggle that had 
been going on. A pride as haughty and firm 
as hers does not yield at the first blow. 

When they rose from the dinner-table, 
Grace came round and Jaid her hand on her 
father's arm, 

“T want to see you in the east wing,’ she 
said, in a low quiet voice; “ come now, if you 
please,” turning and walking leisurely’ out. 

Lhave an impression that Mr. Huntington 
suspected what his daughter had to say, tor 
an annoyed look crossed his face, followed by 
a frown; but he complied with her request, 
nevertheless, 

She was standing by the window when he 
opened the door, but«she came forward at 
once to the middle of the room and stopped, 
leaning lightly against the back of a claret 
velvet casy-chair, How white and statuesque 
she looked with her slender hands just cross- 
ed on the rich-colored velvet, and how stead- 
ily her great black eyes burned and glowed! 

“YTather,” she said, in a low even voice, 
“what is this about mother's going away? 
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Do yon think of all the disgrace it is going 
to bring Upon tts—all of us?” 

“The digrace of keeping her here would 
be greater to me,” he responded, quickly. 

“Bat no one need know; she might at 
least live in the house, if you cannot forgive 
her.” 

“Jf she stays here, J shall leave; that is 
all,” was the cold reply. “1 will not be 
obliged to sleep under the saute roof, and see 
her face every day, A low adventurer, who, 
disappointed in marrying a fortune the first 
time, leaves her husband and child and goes 
prowling bout the country in seareh of an- 
other victim. Mow do [ know but she had 
two or three husbands before she married me? 
I presume she did, and that they are all Hy- 
ing now.” 

“Father! She is my mother.” 

«Thank yous, 1 am not likely to forget it— 
to forget that I have gwo illegitimate chil- 
dren,” he auswered, scornfally, 

“You have no right to say this thing!” she 
cried, a blush flaming in her face. “My 
mother is pure and honorable, and if she was 
deceived by this Venner, it was her misfor- 
tune, not her fault.” 

“Deceived! Grace Wuntington, do you 
think I an so utterly simple as to believe any 
of the stories she may choose to fabricate to 
justify herself, now that her hypocrisy has 
been revealed? I tell you, no! 

“And you are going to turn her out into 
the world alone? take away everything out 
of her life—home, husband and children, 
love—” 

“It is not halfshe deserves,” he interrupt- 
ed, bitterly. 

“O father, listen to me—to me, if you will 
not to her! ‘Think how tenderly she has 


loved you all these years, Think of all you 
have been to each other through these years 
more than twenty—of all the joy, and pain, 
and care you have shared, of your children— 
the dead and the living—and how much 
worse than orphaned this terrible step will 
make them. O my father!"—the white 
hands clasping themselves in a wild passion 
of entreaty—* let your heart speak; cast off 
this stubborn will and pride; it has lost you 
your eldest born already; forgive what there 
may be to be forgiven. Out of her great love 
for you, and the fear of losing it, she has 
kept this seeret. O my father, revoke this 
stern sentence—” 

“Grace Huntington, I would not forgive 
her if all the angels in heaven plead for her!” 
he said, a slow sullen red burning itself 
faintly Chrouzh his cheek. “T tell you once 
for all, she shail go.” 

«Then Z shall go with her. You shall not 
take all from her—~I will share my mother’s 
fortunes, sir? 

She stood haughtily erect, now, her eyes 
flashing with angry defiance. All look of 
pleading, and entreaty, and pain, was gone 
out of her face, and something of Richard 
Huntington's own sternness looked back at 
him from the coldly-beautiful face of his 
daughter, 

“You are your own mistress; choose to 
suit yourself,” he replied, indifferently, turn- 
ing to go out. 

Graco had not a mild temper, and now it 
rushed up ina bitter overwhelming wave, 

“Pather,” she said, her-voice low and clear 
as a bugle note, “some day you may need 
help and pity—some day you may plead for 
merey; remember in that hour that you 
never gave it, and ask for it if you dare!” 
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